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LADY FINDLAY CAME NOISELESSLY INTO THE 


STAUNCH AND TRUE. 


{A NOVELETTE.} 


OHAPTER L 


Irv was spring, so lovely and innocent In its 
virgina! purity; tangled masses of klogeups 
and daizies and the budding trees {n the parks and 
Peay giving euch promise of fature glories ; a 
time of reswakened nature—of the merry meeting 
of birds that bad left our cold shores for more 
ee wer sen ee retarned to greet their old 


The” flower-sellers at Ludgate-hill were doing 
good pr emeenp hy cecs-pry dh Sy the times, 
in the shape of button-holes and p 

A alight little Grened & beck, with © 
small olive-tinted and dark eyes, rip- 
pling hair that shone a bronzs in the sun- 





never noticed a slender man, about thirty, of the | Ward,” she returned, coldly; “and a lady can 
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ROOM, AND SAW A SIGHT THAT FILLED HER WITU ASTONISHMENT, 


light, as it pes away from her tem ples to be | middle height, with a shrowd face and shifting 
= benesth her small hat, went tripping down | | grey eyes, a 4 her {ntently. 
the steps of the station towards the street, as if| She started and turned pale when he tapped 
bent upon some set purpose which world 4 | her on the shoulder, and sald, as his features tit 
admit of her dallying by the way | up with a plessed smile, or rather gro, for amiliog 
She glanced longingly at the » A of baskets ; wae ont of his line,— 
owners, one and all, gathering round ber, | ‘© Why, Phylilsi what on earth has bappened 
entreating her to purchase thelr flowers. | to bring yon to London! [ thought fs mast be 
“TI cannot afford ong, I fear,” she said, half- your double fastead of your own pretty self!" 


aloud, **T heartily wish ft had!" eho murmared, by 
“Only a penny, lady!” they bawied in | no means pleased at this rencontre, bat repited 
concert, aloud, “I came to see after a altuation; it is no 


The modesty of their demands settled the | ase staying ab Woodstone to starve, for that is 
question, and, in another instant, she became the | | what it will come to soon.” 
happy poseessor of a sweet little bunch of snow- ‘* Perfect Insanity ! Why, what in the name 
drops and forget-me-nots. | of goodness do you think you could take?” 

** Oaly fancy being able to get such sweet flowers Anything, to feel independent, nob to continue 
as these insmoky London for such atrifie! Whore | a be jen opon anyones! ” 
can they grow?” she pondered to herself,.as she | hy should you be a burden! Havel not 
stood by the shop at the corner and planed ber | Pian. you to consider me as 6 friend and per- 
posy on her bosom, | mit me to act as one?” he sald, eagerly, 

So absorbed was she fn ber occupation that she! ‘‘I should not bs Independent then, Mr. 
















4‘ € 


530 


THE LONDON READER. 





Sept. 16, 1889, 








never receive benefits from o gentleman urless he 
is a relative.” 

“ A-man who loves & girl need not be a rela- 
tive,” he retorted, bitterly: “and I preenme a 
lover is a friend |" 

“My time Is too Nmiied to stand chatting 
here!” this impatiently, “Can you inform me 
where Regent's Park is!” - 

" Ib ie a good distance from here. Let me take 
you there in B cab! You will get loss in this 
bustling place |” 

A hannom drove up at that moment, and he 
hustled her into it before she cou'd resist, 

“ Really it fs too bad of yor to trouble yourself 
on my account,” ahe obeerved, rather ungraciously, 
as they with difficulty threaded thelr way along 
busy Fleet-etreet. 

“Tam going to the Law Courte, and my case 
will not come on for an hour or so, You need 
not think you are inconveniencing me,” pointing 
his stick in the direction of the Landsome white 
stone pile, 

"Toose the Law Coarts}” ehe replied, In- 
‘* Why, io looks like # palace from 


“So it Is—»-palace of justico—at least, we 
men of the law style it so ;’’ this with a sinister 
grin that made him Jock ifke a fox, it waa 80 a 
and cunning. “I think we had better break our’ 
journey, and have a little lunch,” he proposed, as 
they neared the Oriterion ; ‘your pretty face 
looks pale after your journey.” 

“No, thanke,” she returned, frigidly, ' my 
sppointment is for one o'clock, and it ie nearing 
that hour.”’ 

“How got. repe) all my offere to serve you!” 
he replied, chidingiy, ‘‘yeb your father was an 
old friend and cifent of my father’s, How Is ft 
I can never please you?” .. 

‘If yon whh vo please me take me where T 
want to go!’ she returned, firmly, 

A nasty light came Into his eyes at her cold 
indifference, 

**Ay hard as granite,” he thought, angrily, 
“but you will find my wilh barder stil!, I» will 
be ® game of patience, I mean to wia by fair 
means, if possible, by others if you drive me to 
extremities.” 

‘Here is the terrace!” she exclaimed, with 
relief. ‘ Stop the eab, please.” 

“Who are these people you are going to see, 
Phyllis ?”’ he asked, anxiously ; 

“A lady who has made an appointment to 
engage me a3 companion if she likes my ap- 
pearance. Do you thiok I eball captivate her?” 
this with a cunpy emile that rendered ber 
dangerously enchanting in his eyes, and made his 
resolve only etrouger to win her for his wife at 
any cost, 

“There are few who could resist you whea 
you deaire to please,” he said, a tender inflection 
in sa voloe, as she, unaided, sprang ont of the 
cad, 

** IT shall wal for you,” he continued, hurriedly, 
“and drive you back to the station.” 

“I would rather find my way there by my- 
self. It will be novelty to roam about London 
allalone exch a bright day ; besides, I have a 
wish to ride fo an omnibus, and see some of the 
pretty shops.” 

*S Which can all be gratified by your bumble 
servant. You shall ride in as many ‘buses as 
you like, and as for the shops, why, I'll show 
you the beat in Regent, Bond, ond Oxford- 
atreets,” 

This offer seemed very tempting to the elmple 
tmaliden, notwithstanding she was‘not too partial 
to her companion, and she consented woon the 
spur of the momeut. 

“One link forged,” he thought, triumphently, 
se he watched the e!!cht, black figure hasten up 
the of a large handsome house, ‘‘ What a 
lucky thing to happen that I should meet her to- 
day! If she comes here to live I cam put my 
hand upon ber at any moment; that at least is 
to my advantage. If she could only guess the 
secret I hold, it would make her eyes sparkle like 
diamonds,” be ruminated, caressing his nieagre 


moustache i 
After what ceemed an eternity to him 


“I bave got it!” she said, snimated)y. 
‘Miss Findlay fs so nice and kind in every 
way,” 

He roade a mertal note of the name, remark- 
ng,.— 

“You seem ancoramonly elated at the prospec? 
of becoming the snubbed tosdy of some fash{on- 
able, brainiess woman, who, probably wil! prove 
your inferior fp all but money |” 

“She fe a lady!” Phylits retorted, “and I 
confese I am very pleased at my luck, as ft will 
make me Independent of the world,” and you, In 
particular, was her mental addendum. 

Despite his assiduous attentions Phyllis was 
glad when he bade her good-bye. 

“By Jove, I am master of the eltuation and 
you to boot, Phyllis Wynford. You cannot pit 
your strength against mine ; I hoid tramp cards, 
as you will find some day!” 

Within a few days Phyllis found hereelf duly 
inetalled In the capacity of companion to Miss 
Findlay, the only daughter of the late Sir Ber- 
tram Findlay, and heiress cv her yaother’s side to 
great wealth. 

’ * + * 

The golden light of the spring eunseb was fall- 
log on a t drawing-room, a symphony 
eS ome and claret eatin; through the 


4 d the sparkling » of & 
fountain, {ts musical plach fling Softy. the 
conservatory where palms reared their «tately 
heads amid a sg blaze of orient blossom. 

S one dainty foot to and fro lietlessly, 
Lola Fin reclined, trying to fix her attenticu 
upon a book, evidently waltiog anzious’y for 
someone's , : i 

A rich blue velvet gown set off her fine figure, 
that wae fall and grandly developed for one so 


young. 

Delicate old lace half-corcealed her bovom and 
arme, them sppeat more dazzling ia thelr 
snowy Whiteness against the yellow eurronndings 
apy ene ft pearls clasped her fair throat 

& £0 er ’ 
and pips be Uke stare adorned her massive 


goldea coils, which as !f the ein had 
hidden itself among ravishing splendor, 
Notwithstanding the exquisite beauty of thie 


spollt child of fortune she possewsed a wilfal, 
capricious nature, and was selfish to a degree. 


io oe luscious py, from which a bee 
might be tem ‘ to i eaales ; her quivering 


nostrils, sp in form snd hue, were each a 
type of the I's disposition, combining 
volaptuousness with pride. 


“ Why does Arthur keep ms in suspenee } 
He know: mamma was golog out with Miss 
Wynford this evening! Ib is too bad of him 
after all the sacrifice I have made for him. 
Let him beware; Lola Findlay can punish as 
well as carers,” 

Bat soon a softer expression stole like summer 
gleams into her facs-—love's emotion—and she 
rogrmured,— 

** Dear Arthur, my love is so exacting as to 
pain even me, I wish yon could be always near 
me; but when you are here, I fear my eyes 
betray our secret.” 

’ Suddenly ehe exclaimed, a rush of vivid car- 
mine tinting her lily cheeks,— 

“He comes, and I was chiding him for a 
truant {” 

“My darling! my very own!” cried Lieu- 
tenant Kingsford, clasping her to his heart, and 
exacting love's toll from ber red, pouting lipe. 

He was a magnificent specimen of a young 
Englishman, a veritable Hercules, but with a 
smile as winnlog and tender as a woman's, 

Clustering chestnut Carls surmounted a brosd, 
white forehead, a thick moustache half-concealed 
his well-formed mouth’; he was a man to win 
women’s smiles and men’s envy. 

** You don’t deserve kisses, Sir La )” she 
pouted; ** you are quite ten minutes late !” 

“Bat only ten minutes, my queen!” he 
laughed, love’s passion in his blue eyes, 

» “To me they seemed years, Arthur. I wonder 
if men are as constanh when absent as we 
women }” 

" Look into my eyes and ia what you see! 





Payilis retarned, her mignon face beaming with 
amafies, 


Is not my soul reflected there 
“I think you do love me a wee bit, Arthar,”’ 





she murmured, winding two snowy arms round 
his ueck and imprisoning him in love's sweet 
chains, light as gossamer, bub more durable than 
any forged by meu, 

“ How provokingly bewltchicg you are! Do 
you know that sometimes I fee) wretched }” 

“ Nay, that fe treason to my love,” she pro- 
tested, gazing at him with wonderment fn her 
dazzling eyes, his words were so enlgmatical. 

"It is because my excess of happiness when 3 
can snatch # brief hour with yon is ao great thav 
when I leave here the reaction causes me to be 
despairing.” 

“Be brave, Arthur, and patient; you know 
what a difficult part I have to play in meetin 
you thus alone so that nob one tell-tale loo 
shou!d betray our sweet secret,” 

‘I wish you were penniless, Lola, that I 
m " claim you and carve outa fortune for us 
bo’ » 

"T fear I should make a sorry poor man’s wife, 
Arthur,” she replied, with a little shudder ; 
“love should not be less sweet because it is 
framed in gold.” 

** Sometimes I fear the day. may come when 
you will regret having given your heart to # poor 
lieutenant of 


‘*More treason,” she pouted; “ have I not 
sooo, you that niy heart owns no other 


“* While I am near you, yee. Bat how will it 
be should duty call me away?” 

‘Call you away!” she faltered, clinging to 
hin. as if ber very life depended on his presence ; 
“you must not leave England! What would 
become of me?” 

“ My darling, a soldier must obsy the call of 
honour and duty. There are rumours of war in 
poe air that may at any moment become cer- 
ta 

Whst her answer might have been {t fs hard 
to say, for love's téte G-tée was interrupted. by 
two significant taps. ; % 

“ That fe my maid’s signal,” she sald, flurriediy; 
” vith lingertog klores ond handclanpe and 

With iin g a many 
a sigh, they parted, he whispering, — 

. “On Wednesday next, dear love, at the same 
our.” 

Yes, yes ; bat go,-or it will be too late!” 

" What a narrow escape of being caught!” he 
thought, as he heard the carriage bow! up to the 
door, containing Lady Findlay and Phyllis, while 
the astute minid led him to a side door, and he 
slank off like area sneak, instead of one 
of the dandies otk regiment. 

“By Jove! this of business is very gall- 
log; what deuced pity it is Lola is not 
courageous encugh to end all this farce!” he 
muttered, hailing s .paselog hansom and driving 
to his club. 

“ What « flashed face you have, child! I 
hope you are uot feverish?” Lady Findlay re- 
marked, entering the room hastily, before Misa 
Findlay could assume her usual impassive alr. 

“Fever? Certainly not, mamme! Ib is that 
horrid fire; they make euch fierce ones in spite 
of the warmth,” ehe replied, peeviehly. 

"I feel very chilly; there is a nasty east 
wind ont,” her mother answered, drawing a chair 
to the objectionable fire, and sunning herself fn 
its welcome glow. “By-the-bye, dear! I wish 
to have a word with you. Come, take s fan and 
cool your face while I give you a little advice.” 

“TI detest lectures, mamma!” Lola observed, 
nervouely, glancing longingly at the door,. 

"Do be a little reasonable, dear. If I, your 
mother aad best filend, cannot you a little 
advice, who can? I called on Hargreavee 
and she tells me you éanced thrsé times with 


Lieutenant K: 

‘What £1 did?” she eald, petulantly. ‘Am 
I to anub every man whose rent-roll fs less than 
ten thousand a-year §”’ 

" Certainly not ; bub there is such 9 thing as 


sharp tongues and eyes that delight in making 
mounteing out of hills, and your aunt might 
yet revoke her will if any reached her ears. 


Be cautious, and give the _ 
chatter.”’ 


“Tt is poaltively sickening to think a lady te 
debarred from Lewin gentleman a little 


no cause to 
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clvility In sotiety!” Miss Findlay exclalaied,| ‘I will take a solemn vow ff {b will comfort | courteous as if she had been his equal In society, 
angrily, “Ido mot thank Mrs, Hargreaves for | you,” though it muat be admitted he was rather sur- 


"*Tady Findlay had too much ta¢: to parm the 

y tact to 

subject, so turned {t off to another of « pleasanter 
ature. 


a 

Lola, giad to escape from her mother’s ques- 
tioning eyes, made good her exit and po ll 
own room, where Phyllis stood looking intently 
4) a portrait of a gentleman, oturmaring involan- 


tarily,— 

“Whats noble face! There fs the same. ex- 
shay about the and month of Lady 

lay. Oasn this be Sir Bertram ?” 

“Yea, that Is my brother,” broke fn Lola. 
“Te he nota dear fellow? He fs on his 
home. te dkae? tos wk love with him: 
warn you ce ® merry lav 

“There ts little fear of that,” Proiie Seplled, 
pensively, “Sir Bertram {s not likely to notice 
me fn m7 humble station.” 

“Twas only jesting, Miss Wynford,” Lola re- 
marked ; ‘' of course, my brother knows what fs 


‘due to bis position,” . 

A little algh escs Phyllis at this pointed 
allusion to her humble state; but she made no 
reply, although the speaking eyes and noble llnea- 


ments created a deep Impression on her young 


Lady Findiay was summoned away suddenly 
by telegram to attend the sick bed of a near 
telative, greatly to Lola’s delight. 

* What'a fortunate circumstance!” she mut- 
‘tered, ‘'Iehall be able to meet Arthur without 
fear of detection, Poor fellow, he wants cheer- 
fng up a bit)” 

One afternoon, Phyllis, feeling jaded, seated 
herself {na bay window of the drawing room, 
and drew the curtalns around her to have a quies 
half-hour's read and rest, ‘ 

She fell asleep, lulled by the tranquil calm and 
quiet surrounding her, but awoke with a start 
end alatm as the voice of Lola fell upon her 
@ara. 


“T know tt will break my heart, Arthur, to 


part fro 
“My darling, he will cover my head in the 
day of battle,” he answered, tenderly. ‘ Your 
‘dear portralt, worn ever oves, my hears, will bea 
talisnien against danger from bullet or eteel }” 
“ Bat what if my mother should discover’ our 
See uA Ie Wom ae be here to 
d met” 


“Your surest defence lies In the fact that 


sacha my wife,” he replied, kissing her ten- 


'- Phyllis was fearfally confused and tened 
at being placed unwittingly fo the tion of 
eavesdropper. She dared not reveal her pre- 


sence, but trusted to some lacky chance to keep 
the matter from Lola, 

With infinite relief she heard the last good- 
ye, Ungering kiss, and now hoped she could 
e@zcape uupercelved. 

But her nervous flurry betrayed her. The 
pore a had been reading fell to the floor witha 
creas 

D the curtains aside, Miss Findla 
cla Phylits by the wrist, and with flashing 
PUREE teen teat cies tn suppressed scorn— 

ow you play spy on my actions?” 

With tector Is ber eyes Phyiila wald— 

** Indeed, it was not Intentional, I was there 
by pure accident, and fell asleep.” 

“You are equivocating!" was the harsh re- 
joinder. ‘*Sarely you overheard the conver- 
sation?” . 

“ Oaly at [bs" finish,” 

P % — you know my secret |.” she exclaimed, 
arcely. 

¥ tute bey ys hep Figo: keep [h locked in 
my own breast,’ replfed, reassuringly, 

"Dare I trast you?” . 

;I would not betray you for worlds, 


Are oy aatlefied |” 

"No; because my whole future is at stake. 
You must solemaly vow never to reveal what 
you have learnt until I relesse you,” she sald, 
resolutely, f 

‘'My word fs my bond,” Phyllis returned, 
proudly, but seeing the Intense look of pain and 
terror which came into Lola’s face, she added— 








The next moment Lola's arme were thrown 
around her neck gratefully, and pillowing her 
head on her shoulder she burst into tears. 


CHAPTER Il. 


“How dull it fs!" Phyllls yawned; ‘‘I am 
tired of reading, and cannot go on with this tire- 
some translation, Perhaps it wouid kill tle if 
I tried to sketch some of the pictures.” 

She glanced listlessly ont of the window at 
the rain, which splashed in large drops on the 
pavement, and made little pools in the road, to 
which the birds came In flocks to sleke their 
thirst and enjoy a bath. 

Tired of the d outlook, she collected -her 
pencils and betook If to the dining-rcom, 
recretly intending to eketch the portrals of Sir 
Bertram Fiodlay, whose handsome features had 
interested her in & marvellous way, which she 
would not admit sven to herself, 

Seating herself, she began to make the draw. 
ing, a rosy flush stealicg Into her face at the 
sweet thought of her stealthy task. 

Like a timid dove she aiarted at the slightest 
whisper of a sound, and looked furtively around, 
then smiled at her own groundless feare, 

Away gilded the pencil over the cardboard fn 
the morning atilinese-—a calm that could be felt ; 
in her eyes the light of inspiration, absorption, 
when the soul of she woman gave place to that 
of the artist, and every sense was employed in 

and vompletiog ber work. 

Phyllis having nearly finlshed her self-Im- 
task sat with one haod supporting her 
her eyes upraised to the picture, one tiny 

foot coyly from beneath her gown, which 
hung in clingiog folds around her. 

At her throat was a cluster of pure white car- 
nations, their sweet perfume pervading the room. 

Is was at this moment that Sir Bertram Find- 
» who had juat arrived, entered the room 
unannounced, bis footsteps being doadensd by 
the thick carpet, 

Before she was aware of ils presence he was 
looking at the eketch she had made, and his 
rprise wae real, so much ao that he involun- 
tarily exclaimed, -— 

* What an excellent copy |” 

Tarning round, Phyllis was astounded at see- 
og there, ope glance revealing his identity. 

er heart turned icy cold, her cheeks were on 

, and, rising, she was on the point of making 

.. barried exit, when he sald, withe courtly 
wi 

“ Peay do not let me disturb you. I fear Iam 
an Intruder |” 

"Oh, no!” she faltered. “Yon are Sir 
Bertram !"’ trying to hide her sketch from him, 
but failing, for it fell to the floor, and he, with a 
mischfevous smile, stooped down and picked Ib 
up, remarking slyly, — ; 

“Tt is a capital likeness of your humble 
servant, who owes you a thousand thanks for 
selecting him out of so many worthler subjects,” 

“TI drew it quite inadvertently, Sir Bertram!” 
she stammered, ‘‘I bad no idea what I was 


da ” 

tt Ben half the pleasures to me is gone ff you 
did not know who the owner of that visage was. 
I flattered myself you knew mei” 

“How could 1?” she asked, timfdly. “We 
have never met before.” 

“ But having met, snppose you tell me whom I 
have the pleasure of addressing, At present you 
have the advantage of me,” 

She hesitated for a moment, a feeling of 
m ing her at belong compelled to 
own her dependent position to this man of all: 
others, who she could perceive believed her to 
be an gs mp, 0 ag mother. 

by 


g 


e 


“My name is Phyllis Wynford, and I am your 
sister’s Please permit me to retire 
and this sketch 1!” 


destroy 
“Destroy {t1 Nob for the world!” he ex- 
claimed, emphatically. ‘* Why, what harm has 
it done, Miss Wynford ¢” 

His manner reassured her, for his tone was as / 








ised at her avowal, She wasso pratty, end 

re about her such o bigh.bred manner. 

“Lady Findlay might deem it a Hberty if she 
knew I had done this without ber permission,” 

“She need never know,” he returned gallantly 
“Tt only concerns you and me, If you like, you 
shall complete {t from the originn'.” 

The giri blushed farlously st this playful invi- 
tation, and he thought how beautifai she looked 
lo her confusion ; her dusky eyes vent on the 
carpet, her deep Isshes drooping shyly over them 
as If to conceal her thoughts from the too ardent 
gaze of the man whom she admired in secret before 
ever they had met, 

With a sweeping curteey she hastened from the 
room, feeling abashed at he- own temerity in 
having conversed so fam!!farly with the master of 
the house, 

*" What a sweet Ifttle creature fb fe!” he 
thought, watching her with evident Interest. 
“Some clergyman’s daughter, no doubt. Rather 
a mistake of my astute mother to bring anch o 
little witch foto our home; but there, I shail 
soon be off again, before any mischief can ensue.” 

In epite of hie prudent resolve he found him- 
self constantly trying to catch her alone, but ahe 
evaded him parsistently, her woman's Instinc’ 
warning her of the danger to herae fin meeting 
him, for his face was ever in her thoughts, and 
to hear his voice was the diviuest causic in her 
ears, 

The more she evaded him the greater became 
his desire to be near her, to gezs into those 
earnest, liquid eyes that bad so bewi'ched bis 
senees, 

“Lola, why on earth does Misa Wynford, 
always run off when [ come on the ecene’” he 
asked one moraing, when she had just taken 
flight on some pretence as he entered the room, 

“You had better ask her yourself, Sir Onrious,” 
she laughed. ‘' You seem desperately concerned 
about my companion i” 

“Then you shouldn't have such deucsd pretty 
girls about you,” he retorted, saucily, 

“I should advise you, Bertram te shud your 
eyes toher charms, She is too good » girl to 
flirt with and diecard for the next pretty face.” 

“What bosh, Lola! If one sees a pleasing 
picture, surely itis nota sla to admire ft! Ib 
doesn’t follow a fellow should purchase for 
life?” he aaid, quietly. 

“TI should hope not,” ehe retorted, quickly, 
just a tioge of hautenr fn her voice. ‘' Har 
position in our mother’s house ought, at least, to 
protect her from any folly of yours. Now prar 
go, for I have some letters to write.” 

“Ta, ta, Lols, I wouldn't disturb gou on ary 
acconnt, but have you heard the news about 
Kingsford ¢” 

“* Nows ! what news!” she asked, her voice 
faltering, her face steeped to the very Mps ip 

alior, 

" What Is the matter with you, Lola i” he ssid, 
in alarm, noting the endden change io har 
appearance. 

*' J—I snffsr with a horrible spasm sometimes, 
she gasped ; “that was one.” 

“You had better speak to Dr. Reashaw. I do 
not ifke such algns In one so yourg.”’ 

“Teli me this news,” she sald, regainlog her 
composure by a great effort, {fs he—he going 
away?” 

* Yes, he is ordered out to Egypt... It fs the 
fortune of war, you sce. I am rather sorry, 
because be is a jolly companion, and tke short 
time I am In England I had hoped to have seen @ 
good deal of him,” 

“Going away!” she murmured, her Ups 
quivering, her eyes filllog with uvshed tears, 
** What is to become of meat” 

"You are fn some trouble, als. Why not 
tell me?” he asked, kindly. ‘'Toere ts nothing 
I would not do for you. Is {b something to do 
with Kingsford ¢”’ 

“ How stupid you are!" she snapped. ' Don’t’ 
I tell yon Tam not well! G» and leave mea to 
my letters,” casticog down her eyes les} he 
should read in them her weighty secret. . 

Poor els, she fs evidently very ‘queer. I 
wonder if she has a sueaking regard for Kings~ 
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ford ; it looked very like ft. Deuced good thing 
for ue he fs going away, if I have hib the right 
nall,” he mused, 

"Oh, my love, my love! Ie it true you are 
going away?” Lola moaned, disconsolately. 
** How rath | how mad we have been! All, all 
fs low) if what I suspect is tree} Oh, Arthur, 
my husband! Why did you tempt me to forget 
and forsake all for this brief dream of love! Oh! 
woe ls me, woe Is me!” 

She buried her beautiful little head in the 
zoft downy cushion, and fought out her anguish 
in bitter weeping and vain regrets. 

Wilfa! as bie !dolized sister in disposition, Sir 
Bertram resclved upon meeting Phyllis; to 
tempt fate, whatever might be the consequences, 
So he prowled about the house lIfke an ungniet 
spirit, aad was rewarded by finding her alone {a 
the morning-room, bent earnestly over some 
fragile plece of delicate embroidery for his sleter, 

Hs locked long and ardently at the grey-robed 

figure, so faultless, from the snowy collar to 
the caffs that encircled those soft tawny little 
os on which gleamed s deep, blood-coloured 
ruby. 
"I wonder where she gob that ring /” he 
murmured, jeslously, a pang running through 
his breast. The soft wind toyed with the 
deep chestnut hair, as it stole in throngh the 
window this lovely summer morn, and blew 
about ite soft tendrils on that broad, Intellec- 
tusl brow, “She's posltively Irresistible, I 
must speak to ber at the risk of giving her 
offence |” 

Lookfng up suddenly she cavght the Baronet’s 
gixe fixed upon her, and flushed nervously, as 
she rose to go. 

“Pleae stay!” he implored humbly, “I 
wili nob drive you away! You will make me 
quite miserable if you go 1” 

“I bave something important to do!” she 
faltered, nob daring to meet his eyes, ‘ please 
permit me to leave?” 

“ Ask me anything but that, Miss Wynford?” 
he answered, earnestly. ‘I must epeak to you. 
I know I have offended you, or you would not be 
eo distant !” 

“I am frequeatiy much occupied,” sie re- 
turned evasively, trying to lock indifferent, bat 
inwardly full of sweet emotion, for somehow, he 
alone of all men had awakened tender feeiings in 
her maiden breaet. 

Yas,” he sald, elgnificantly, you are very 
much occupied, I must admit,” pointing to the 
plece of work which had fallen from her grasp. 
Picking it up he took ber hand and !ed her to a 
seat. 


The mere touch of his fogers sent such an 
ecstatic thrill through her veins that she could 
have wandered on thus with him for ever! 

“Do you guess,” he asked wianingly, as he 
seated himse)! close to her, “ what I am going to 
ask you?” 

“No, bow could 1?” she murmured softly, 
withdrawing her hand from hie clasp, bashfally. 

“*T want to exact from you the same favour 
you bestowed on me ; in short, to permit me to 
take a sketch of you!” 

‘Ob, no!” she pleaded fn accents of terror. 
“Lady Findlay would be very displeased with 
me if 1b was to come to her ears that I had been 
#0 iadiscreet |” 

‘But she need never know,” he argued, 
softly. ‘ What harm would there be in euch a 

“JT mos! be firm, Sir Bertram! Pray pardon 
my seeming brucqueness,” 

“No, I will not be denied. One good turn 
deserves sucther; besides, my mother is away 
many miles from here, and cannot possibly re- 
turn to learn our little arrangement,” 

“TI beg of you not to urge me further,” she 
pleaded, ralaing those magic eyes, swimming in 
Ngquld light, to his. 

I wish she had a little more of the wilifulness 
of Lola‘in her nature,” he thought, gloomfly, 
“she fs so very proper, Your wiebhes are, of 
course, commands,” he retarned, gravely ; “* but 
you will nct refuse me the loan of a photo, 
surely }” he added, eagerly. 

“ Why!” she asked, in innocent wonderment, 
averting her eyes again, 





“To take a copy,” he rejoined, with auda- 
clous frankuess. “Iam a capital photographer, 
though I say so myself.” 

“ Bat you dare not put me fn your album, Sir 

ertram |” 


“No, I—I should not allow it to be gazed at 
by every eye,” he hastened to reply. ‘As an 
artist, I like to choose subjects pleasing to my- 
self, for my own especial pleasure. Surely you 
cannot refuse me so trifling a boon }” 

“JT will think over {t,” she sald, pensively. 
“ Your sister is now my friend. I will not risk 
losing that which to me, an orphan, {s very pre- 
clous—~her confidence and friendship.” 

This simple, guileless answer quite disarmed 
him, and to admiration there was added deep 


respect, 

“You are right, I am wrong,” be remarked, 
with a sigh. “Include me, pray, henceforward 
among your friends, Miss Wynford.” 

“Ido,” she sald, nsively. “And now please 
excuse me,” rising to leave; but, unluckily, 
pushing against a fragile table which overturned, 
and {fn the fall a magnificent vase was shattered 
to atoms, 

Acry of terror eacaped ber trembling lips as 
she realised the fall extent of the mishap which 
might result in her dismissal, 

Her blanched face, from which every tinge of 
colour hed vanished, filled hie heart with deep 
compunction, and he sald, — 

“ i alone am to blame, Miss Wynford ; do not 
look #0 distreesed.” 

“* But it was priceless, and valned by her lady- 
ship as en heirloom. i fear she will never forgive 
me ” 


‘*T will besr the blame, I was the cause of 
the accident, and will be answerable for the con- 
sequences.” 

“You! Oh, no! that would be cowardly of 
me. Besides, it ie nob true |” 

“There are occasions that call for the exercise 
of diplomacy, and this ts one, Miss Wynford. 
My mother, no deubt. will be very avgry, and {it 
fe I who would be a coward to permit you to 
stand the brunt of her displeasure. Cannot you 
see it in this light yourself 1” 

‘I can only see the great desire on your 
to saleld me,” she answered, with a little 
in her voice, that sppealed more forcibly than 
ever to his manhood. 

‘* Would you not shield and protect something 
weaker than yourself?” he asked, an impassioned 
tremor in his voice, as he fally realised -her ex- 
quisite beauty. 

“Yeu, of ccurss, Bat why ehcu'd you take 
blame from off me—a stranger ?” 

‘*Beauty In distrese always appeals to me,” 
Then, noting the look of pain In her dusky eyes 
that glistened with unshed tears, he hastened to 
add: “Any friend cf my sister can always claim 
my sympathy—nay, friendship,” 

Hie words came like balm to her heart, and she 
gave him a mute look of gratitude more eloguent 
than words. 

“ Lst ue make a compact, shall wei ’ he aske, 
with eyes that teemed with ardent admiration, 

** A compact over what i” she said, curiously. 

“Over this shattered idol. Some day I may 
—_ your help t> get me outof a scrape, Would 
you?’ 

“Ob, yes!” she said, earnestly. “It ts 
women’s prerogative to he!p those {n trouble.” 

To cover her increasing confusion—for though 
his words were guarded, hie looks were eloquent 
of a newly-awakened passion, such as she had 
never experienced in her innocent life, which, 
like a flower, opened confidingly to everything 
sunny and warm—she stooped and busied herself 
fo pl gj up the plecea of china, her face no 
— pale, but faehed with rosy colour. 

6, urged by some mysterious impulse that 
leads men on, like Fate, was soon on his knees ab 
her side, his hands touching hers with a satiny 
pressure, soft and warm, like love’s kisses ; and 
through her slight frame there ran a subtle thrill 
to which hie whole being responded; and from 
out his eyes there flashed a signal, before which 
hers fell, but why, neither knew, except that a 
secret j>xy hed crept into thelr hearte all unsougbt, 
unasked. 

Neither noticed, in thelr sweet abstraction, 





that Lola had entered the room, and was looking 
at the scene with mixed feelings of anger and 
amusement, 

‘* What in the name of goodness is the matter, 
"ining on to old Spee 

g up, he said depreca — 

“ The fact is, I have bad an accident, and Mies 
Wynford is helping me to gather up the fragments 
of this vase. I am awfally ag faenye I saw 
almost a fac-simile of thie when 1 was at Rome 
last, and will write at once to secure it to make 
my peace with the mater.” 

Phyllis listened to his words with parted lips, 
and eyes that mately protested against the white 
le uttered to save her from dire consequences. 

Miss Findlay was not the simpleton he took 
her for, Pbyllis’s look of allen’ terror and alarm 
were sure signs that something else was behind 
it all. 

Bat she wisely refrained from speaking her 
thoughts, for she was in the power of Phylile 
Wynford, and dared not take her to task or chide 
her brother in her presence. 


CHAPTER Il. 


One morning,’ about two months after Phyllfs 
became Lola’s companion, she received a letter 
from Richard Ward, asking her to meet him on 
important business connected with the Chancery 
suit in which she was interested. 

“I suppose I must go,” she sald to herself, 
wistfally. “And yet I dread meeting Richard ; 
why, Iam unable to say even to myself. He is 
kind, but his very kindness fills me with repul- 
sion ” 

The very name of Chancery was hateful to her, 
for it had shortened the lives of both her parente., 
“Sa almost penniless orphan on the 
worl 

Mr. Wynford had played for high stakes—half- 
a-mililion of money—but, owing to a few links 
in the chain of evidence belug wanting, he had 
failed to establish his claim during his life- 
time, besides having spent large sume in purenft 
of his desire. _* 

Very reluctantly Phyllis tiade her way to 
Chancery-lane, where Ward's cilices were 
situated. 

He had thrown ont vague hints at times of 
being able materially to assist her interests fo 
the suit, but had also intimated that his price 
would be her hand io 

Innocent of all guile herself, she was not dis 

to fall in with ble offers, especially as her 
eart could never respond to his avowals of 
love. 

"T hope be will not pester me with bir odious 
protestations of love,” she thought nervously, as 
che ascended the high flight of stone steps to hip 


oor, 

Her gentle tap was answered by ® voice saying 
“ Come in!” and, with a llstle tremor, she 
turned the handle of the door, and lit up the 
dingy, parchment-strewed room by her sunny 


presence. 

Richard Ward greeted her with his blandest 
smile, 

“You are very good, Phyllis, to be so punc- 
tual,” he haid, taking thelittle grey-gloved hand 
io his, and retaining it much longer than the 
occasion demanded, much to her snnoyance, 
“ And you look prettier than ever in that frock. 
I am ao gled you have cast off those black thinge; 
they overshadowed your youth and beauty.” 

“This is not business conversation,” she re- 
torted, coldly, "am most anxiqus to hear what 
this important communication fs about. You 
must know how cruel suspense {s to one who hae 
borne so much trouble as I have.” 

© You surely will nob feel because I 
forget all worldly affairs when I first see the face 
of one who Is very dear to me? The joy of 
haviog you here in my shabby, dust-grimed office 
drives all business out of my brain." 

He placed an old but cosy -chalr for her 


as he spoke ; and she, with a look of bored im- 
tience, sat down. 

pe Do you never have any lady clients that the 

novelty is so fresh 1” she answered, sarcastically, 
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** Yes, and very fair ones too; bat my eyes 
are bilnd to their attractions, There ls only one 
woman whom I care to forget all for, and you 
know it is yourself, Phyllis ; but I see you are 
getting impatient,” noticing a glitter of anger 
gathering in her eyes which boded fl] for his 


plans, "So I wil! start on the business you are 
dying to hear, Bat first you must please take a 
glasa of aa You are surely faint after your 
y ” . 

“YT would rather you commenced at once, 
please |” she returned. 

* Jast to oblige me,” he urged, humbly. 

= acquiesced, to hasten the buelness in 


A strange gleam of veiled satisfaction came 
into his face as ahe raised the slim wine- glass and 
slpped ite contents, but which changed tio morti- 
fication when, after drinking half the wiae, she 
put the remainder down, evidently not pleased 
with the taste, 

** You don’t like that sherry?” he remarked, 
mee EE testily. “It ls very dry, perhaps, for 
a y ” 

She did not reply, but waited for him to com- 
mence the conversation on the topic which had 
brought her there. 

* Well, Phylile, I think I have at last succeeded 
In traclog the missing papers!” 

“Oh, thank Heaven!” she ejaculated, fer- 
vently. ‘‘This would have been a happy day 
for ty Saad father if he had lived! Where are 


** Close at hand ; but, Phyllis, even now the 
battle isnot won. It will require a Jarge sum of 
pay ee fight the Court, Are you prepared to 

b » 

‘SMe! how fs {6 possible?” she asked, In 
suszement. " I have no friends |” 

* Yes, one devoted to you, heart and soul— 
myself! I wid find the money, but my reward 
muet be your hand!’’ Seeing the look of re- 
pugnance in her face, he continued : ‘“ Why are 
you so deaf to my pleadings? Is my love so 
hateful?! Am I a monster?” 

"I can never agree to your conditions,” she 
sald, firmly. “To bargain for my love {s an 
insult. Iam not sunk eo low in my own esteem 
yet, thank Heaven!” 

*' Think of it, haif a milion!” his eyes giisten- 
ing at the mere thought of the vastness of the 
sum. 

“Dear me!” she murmured ; “how drowsy 
TI feel! Will you open that window, by 

“Certainly!” he rejoined, with saesumed 
mony “but fialsh your sherry ; it will revive 

ou ’ 


y 

She shook her head, and, rising, staggered to 
the window, and drank in the fresh air with 
avidity, saying —- 

" Thanks, I feel better already.” 

‘* Come, you must finish this! ” he urged. 

“No, no ; water, please, I cannot account for 
this strange stupor ; my brain feels numbed |” 

“It is, doubtless, caused by the heat of the 
weather. Water diluted with sherry is a 
capital refresher!” pourlog the wine into a 
tumbler. 


Bat she pushed the glass away almost rudely, 
and, for the first time, he percelved that, though 
usually gentle, she had a will of her own. 

Mattering something he put on his hat, and 


“ Phyllis, to show my devotion to you I with- 
draw the conditions, and will fight to regain 
your just inheritance. All I ask is that no other 
rival shall come between us while the case Is 
before the Court. Surely you will promise that 
much #** 

“Oh, yes, Richard!” she replied, eagerly, 
" you will have earned my eternal gratitude.” 

“ And you will treat me like a brother? Con- 
fide in me, and take no step in life without firat 
consulting me?” 

*'T would be uvgratefal if | refused to say yrs 
toall of that,” she sald, dreamily, for the stupefied 
feeling was returning. 

“If only I succeed In my plot, she cannot 
escape me. Richard Ward will have gained a 
lovely heiress, and a splendid position and for- 
tune,” be muttered, as he buttoned his glover, 
and led her down the stairs, ont Into the busy 


| came to her turn, and catching the word ‘‘ hus- 








thoroughfare In the direction of Holborn, where 
he hailed a hansom, and whiepered to the driver 
to go like the deuce, sifpping half.a-soverelgn 
into bis hand. 

Everything seemed to be enveloped in a misty 
hes to her, She saw humen beings flit by like 
shadows, and heard dimly the roar of the tra flic 
mingled with indistinct sounds of voices, 

In vain she strove to cast «ff the mysterious 
lethargy which seemed to chain her down to the 
seat. 


Ward watched her furtively, noting the effect 
of the drug, and thought,— 

“How lucky she did not finish the wine; 
evidently I had given too large a dose. Do you 
feel better, Phyllis?” he asked, when the cab ! 
stopped, ‘Come, rouse yourself!” 

* Where are you taking me!}” she arked, 
feebly, her instincts being still on the alert, | 
although her brain was weak, ; 

“ Where the papers ere!” 

“Another time,” she protested. 
home, please.” 

Bat disregarding her appeal he took her arm 
and led her into a house—a Registrar’s cfiice | 

“Come, Phyllis, dear !” he petitioned, as they 
entered the cffive, which contained books and 
writing materiale; the registrar, who was 
evidentiy awaiting them, being seated at a 
desk. ‘* All you have to do is to say yes to every 
question.” 

“Ys the lady ill!” inquired the  fficial, struck 
with the girl’s pallor and vacant gsz. 

“ Yes—er—no ; jusd overcome with the intense 
heat,” he stammered, nervously. 

“ Does she understand the uature of the cere- 
mony, Mr. Ward ?” 

“Say yes,” he whispered to Phylis, who 
obeyed me y- 

‘The papers; are they ready!” she added, 
with a look of retarning intelligence, 

"This Is very curious; the lady is evidently 
wandering In her mind,” the registrar observed, 
taking a huge pinch of snuff, as if to solve the 
mystery, 

* Pray go on, sir!” Ward said, authoritatively. 
“ She Is perfectly sane, but weakened by Illness, 
I, a3 you know, am a solicitor, and quite under- 
stand what I am about.” 

The officlal put the usual questions to Ward, 
who answered them gifbly enough ; bub when It 


“Take me 


band,” she rallied, and grasping the chair for 


support, oe 
"TI do not understand. He brought me here 
to eee some papers—papers |” 


“This cannot go on, Mr. Ward,” he sald, 
severely, “Solicitor or. no solicitor, it is my 
duty to see that everything is carried out accord- 
ing to law. This lady docs not understand the 
meaning of the ceremony. Geod-morning,” and 
without another syliable he retired Into an inner 
cffice, leaving Ward boiling over with suppressed 


rage. 

* Foiled!" he hissed, "just ae the prize was 
within my grasp! Oace my wife, although by 
stratagem, she would have been ae pliable as 
wax in my hands. Ourre that meddling, 
offictons idiot 1” 

Phyllis instinctively felt ehe bad escaped some 
unknown danger, and, walking to the door, she 
gained the street, and beckoning to a cabman, 
told bini her address, and was soon bow)ling along 
to safety and home. 


—_—_- 


CHAPTER IV, 


‘« AnvHuUR, this is too cruel!” exclaimed Lola 
Findlay, wringtog her hands fn a very agony of 
despair, ‘ Bertram told me the other day that 

our regiment was ordered to Egypt; but I had 
hoped against hops that you would have found 
some means to near me,” 

“My darling, I tried to 6 you for the 
worst,” be pleaded, kissing tenderly, ‘‘ And 
you, loving me and my honour so dearly, would 
rot care to see me branded as a coward.” 

‘Could yon nob excharge into another regi- 
ment?” 

“*That ie impossible now; {bis too late, my 


clean breast of the matter to your mother and 
brotber ; thoy might be angry, butin the end we 
should obtain their forgiveness.” 

**No It Is Imposslble!” she moaned, “ If 
what I surmise turns out correct, then I will 
confess al!,” hiding her blushing face on his 
breast. 

“Oh, my own love! say ft fe true?” he 
whk pered, fondly. 

"} think It ie!’ she replied, ever vo softly, 
throwing her white arms around his neck. 
*“Then,’ he said, joyously, his countonance 
frradiated, ‘I aball have two loved ones to live 
for, to fight and pray for |” 

A solemn silence stole over the pair ar they 
stood on the threshold of a grave crisls, big with 
the iesues of life and death, happiness or 
misery | . 

“T must tear myself away now, wifey. May 
Heaven keep and guard you! May you be com- 
forted and kept In safety until I return!” 

“Ob, Arthur! don’d leave me!” she pleaded, 
clinging to him with the tenacity of despair, her 
eyes refusing to weep, her heart pulsating madly. 

“Courage, dear one! I will soon retarn! 
Don’t lock at mo like that, Great Heavens! 
she is dying! and I dare not summon assistance 
lest our secret should be betrayed |"’ Piaclog her 
with Infinite tenderness on a couch, he busied 
himself In reetoring her ; and when her eyes an- 
closed, and she sralled sweetly upon him, he 
pressed one last good-bye kiss on her trembling 
lips, and rushed away Itke a madman, passing 
Phyllis, who shrank aside fo mute alarm, his face 
wae eo full of sgony. 

“ Something has happened,” she thought, and 
with winged feet she flew to find Lola. 

"Mise Findlay, are you tll? Shall I ring for 
help 1” she asked, anxlously, 

No, no! [ahali be better soon. Stay with 
me, Phyllis, dear. He has gone, gone for ever |" 

“No, oh, 201 Only for a little while,” she 
rejofvued, taking Lola's lily-white hand which was 
atretched forth appealfng!y, and pressing 1 to her 
cheek careasingly. 

‘You will never leave me, Phyllis ! 
someone to Jean upon ip my trouble.” 

“Why not be brave and tell Lady Findlay. 
She loves you dearly, and would, I fee) sure, 
receive you with open arms. Lieutenant Kings- 
ford isa gentlemaa and » great favourite with 
your brother, whe, uo doubt, would intercede 
fcr you.” 

“You don’t understand, Phyllis! I have 
great expectations from my aunt,” 

" But are you not rich {mn your own right i” 
she asked, 

“Yes, but I cannot afford to lose a splendid 
inheritence by precipitancy. My ambition is to 
be wealthy beyond the usual geen of the 
word, My aunt fs sged aud alilug, and may die 
any moment. Then [ should be at ilberty to 
acknowledge my marriage,” 

Ib strock Phylifa as hankeriog after ihe 
shadow and losing the substance, to be thus 
greedy for wealth while truc happiness was 
withio her grasp. 

How differently she had acted when Richar 
Ward bribed ber with half-srlllion of money » 
become hie wife, And she could not help feel 
log that Lola had in her selfishness burdened 
her with a dangerous secret. 

“T euppore you kaow best,” she remarked ; 
“bat do not give way to grief, or you will en- 
danger your secret, Lady Findlay returns to- 
morrow,” 

“TI am denied even the luxury of sorrow,” 
she moaned. ‘‘ Oh, Phyllis! never give way to 
deceit. It has cosh me many a bitter pang and 
sleepless nights.” 

Phyllis tried to comfort her, and succeeded be 
yond her most eavgulne expectations. 

This ttle fucldend cemented the bond of 
sympathy between these two, but whether for 
weal or woe who could tell! 

It wae @ soft, balmy evening, and the lights 
had just been l!t, when a page ushered Mr. Ward 
into Phyllie’s own particular room, much to her 
vexation and surprise, 

She hed never been able to unravel the 
pecullar ind{spoeition that had seized upon her - 


I want 





own darling wife! ‘Take courage, lep us make a 





on her last vielt to his offices, and she had only a 
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hazy recollection of what cccurred at the 


sbrar’s. 
“ee her diztike for him had tncreased, for she 
now began to suspect his motives, 


& S“ As you did not answer my letter I thought 


tt advisable to make a call,” he began without 
auy ceremony, 

*T told you I had no fands to place at your 
disposal, Mr, Ward!” she observed, coldly ; 
*‘nelther was I pleased with my late experience 
in coanection with the suit!” 

“You surely donot mean to let [> drop now 
that we are on the eve of success}'’ he ° 
earusatiy. ‘I will find the money, and carry {t 
through, All I require from you fs your man- 
date authorising me to go on with the action |” 

"Of course | wonld gladly do that,” she said, 
quickly, 

‘Thon kindly align here" producing 8 doca- 
ment which he proceeded to read, aud which she 
consented to eign. 

‘* Please pub your signature here!‘ he said, 
placing a finger on the spot. 

‘*Jsit quite correct for me to leave this epace, 
Mr, Ward!" she asked, glancing up in doubt, 

‘*Yes, oh, yes!” he answered, ly, “F 
purposely wish the space left to be in sub- 
sequentiy, when I add the costes; that fs all, 
Thanks; now I can proceed to business at once,” 

"Trapped, by all that’s sacred,’ he muttered, 
as heleft the house, ‘* Now she is in my power. 
It is impossible for her to escape me. Thad 
happy loeptration of useing {nvisible ink has done 
the trick, and I have won with honours!” 

Phyllis soon forgot all about Ward’s visit. He 
vas no longer in her life ; and she had plenty to 
thin’ about in connection with Lola, who looked 
upon her as hor right band, and appealed to her 
almost dally for sympathy and help. 

Phsliis met Sir Bortram frequently, bub she 
stil maintained her foroed reserve, for her 
woman’a wit told her that admiration on his 
part had deepened into love. 

Nor could she conceal from herself that her 
heart responded, hopelessly so ; but, for all that, 
each day saw id attain greater powor over her. 

Hadi {5 106 been for ber promise to Lola, she 
would have left the Findlays and sought safety 
elzewhere rather than remain over, so to speak, a 
magaviae which a chance spark, in the shape of 
word oc look, might explode at any moment. 

Shs, whether imprudently or nob, had at last 
given him her photograph, little dreamiug of 
results, 

Very quietly she slid into the quaint room, 
half atady, half-smoking den of Six Bertram, who 
had persuaded her to give him secret alttings for 
her picture, 

Tasee atolon Interviews were very sweet to 
both, though neither uttered a word of that love 
which nestled a9 coyly in thelr hearts, walting 
enly for an opportunity to unburden iteelf elo- 
quently. This came quite unexpectedly, and in 
& manner little dreamt of, 

Ose morning they were together as uensl, 
when Lady Findlay, wishing to consult her son 
upon & matter of importance, came nolselessly 
into this love's retreat and saw a alght that 
roused her to bister anger. 

The culprits looked at her in diamay ; poor 
Poyilis wished the floor would open and engulf 
her trembling form from those reproachful eyes, 

Like a flash of lightning her mind conjured up 
the enormity of her offence and the switt punish- 
ment that was to follow. 

She had eaten ber bread and taken money 
while she was acting a deceitful part—doubly so 
—first In Lola’s case, and next in these clandes- 
tins meetings with Sir Bertram. 

What door would be open to receive her now 
that her treachery would be bruited abroad? 
None. People would look upon her as a danger- 
ous person, and deny her the right of earning 
her daily bread, 

“Bortram, what is the meaning of this?” 
Lady Imdlay demanded, angrily. 

And before be could frame a reply she said 
to Paylile, as ahe pointed to the door,—- 

‘Miss Wynford, go ; I will speak to you pre- 
sently.” 

" Stay,” sald Sir Bertram, rising and plactug a 
detaining hand upon Phyllis's arm who had risen 





te obey, her face fall of shame, her eyes drooping, 
her Sgare trembling like an aspen. 

**Sic Bartram, dare you enconrage ber to 
disobey my commanda?” her iadyship said, in- 
dignantly. 

* Piease let me go,” Phylifs implored. 

“Nob yet,” he asid, quietly, resuming. his 
wonted calmness, “ Mother, thio lady hae gained 
my love and esteem, and [, asa gentleman, must 
make her my wife. It is I alone who am to 
blame, and I wouid be unworthy of bearing the 
honoured name I do ff I deserted her and per- 
mitted your anger to descend upon her defeuce- 
less head.” 

Phyllie’s lips parted In astonishment as she 
Nstened to these words, and, for tie inatant, she 
thought herself the sport of an idle dream. 

Bat no, Sir Bertram had takes her hand now, 
and was standing at her side protectingly, his 
fize eyes bent upon her face with love's tell-tale 
glances, although bie patrictan mother stood there 
asa protest against his mad project i selecting 
for the future Lady Findlay a poor, dependent, 
penniless girl. 

“I am perfectly astounded and deeply hurt, 
Bertram. Have you no respect for we that you 
outrage all sense of propriety by this insanity ? 
Money will meet the foollah sscapade without this 
terrible sacrifice.” 

“Money |” Phylifa cried, scornfully ; ‘ you offer 
me a brive to renounce Sir Bertram! Shame ! 
shame! No word of mine bas been spoken abont 
love or marriages! “Te {a trathful, ask him ; his 
words have surprise me more than you. I was 
foolish In comiog here, but, thank Heaven, not 
designing, You need not fear, Lady Findlay ; I 
will not accept the sacrifice.” 

“ Payllis, it is the firat time I have ever ad- 
dressed you 20 freely. I tell you frankly that I 
will not release you or take my freedom back. 
My mother spoke harshly on the spur of the 
moment, but when she realises the happioess 
of my whole Hfe depends upon you she will 
not refuse her sanction—nay, approval—of our 


marriages. 

“T admis what you say ls to a cortaln extent 
right,” Lady Findlay {uterposed ; “but I have 
never made acquainted with Mies Wynford’s 
history or antecedents, she has always shown 
such reticence on the subject. Surely I may 
claim a vataral desire to learn something abovt 
ove whom you have chosen for my daughter ? 
Besides, what will your sister say? It may 
destroy even her chances of making a good 
match,” 

“Tola can take care of herself,’ he rejoined. 
‘Tam not supposed to ene for her permissfon In 
my choice of a wife, At least Phyllis, you will, 
admit, fe a lady, or she would not occupy her 
present position in this house ft” 

“Rosh marrlages, Bertram, sre frequently re- 
pented at leleure, Take time. Conrider the matter 
dispastionately, If I am cutisfied that Miss 
Wynford is a fit mate for you I shall not object 
further.” 

“Mother, you have made me so happy!” he 
said, kissing her affectionately, ‘‘Belleve me, 
this {a not quixotic on my part. I have narrowly 
watched Miss Wynford, and am certain that my 
choice will result in hsppiness.”’ 

Turnalpg to Phyllis, he sald, tend erly, — 

“You have heard what my mother has sald, 
‘Will you be my wife?” 

‘To is all so sudden and- unreal,” ahe replied, 
tremulously. “And I am so unworthy!’ 

"Say no more, Miss Wynford, bub come with 
me,” her ladyship safd, kindly. “ You haves borne 
yourself well through this trying ordeal. In me 
you shall find a friend and a mother, for my sou’s 
sake, if Iam satisfied, and you repose confidence 
in me.” 

Later on that afternoon Sir Bertram went 
prowling about the house {a search of Phyllis. 
His heart yearned to take her in hie arms, to 
whisper words of love and comfort after the cruel 
ordeal of the morning. 

Ab last he found her tn his sister’s boudolr, her 
her little head burfed {2 her hands, lost in deep 
thought. 

“ Phyllis, my little darling |” he said tenderly, 
"T have been upstafra, downstairs, and Jaet, but 
not least, in my lady’s chamber to find you |” 











“But you havens found the venerable old 
fellow who dec’sred ba wouldn’t say his prayers $” 
sheeald, looking up, her sweet face sglow with 
8 joyous light at his presence. 

“No, in his place I eee a vision which I shail 
call sunshine,” returned, kneeling down and 
imprisoning the lovely little face and ‘stealing a 
oer kiss from the rosy ve . 

are my property,” he , suda- 
ciously ; “ab least, soon will be,” as che strugg' 
to free herself from love's sancy bondage. 
" Sir Bertram, please let me go!” she pleaded. 
"Your mother would never forgive’ me if she 
caught us like this,” 

“Oh! botheration take the mater!” he re- 
joined, hastiy. “You are my affianced wife, 
and I think I bava been very patient to refrain 
from confessing how dear you had become to me 
long ere this, You can never guess the tempta- 
tion I have had to catch you in my arme and kiss 
you over and over again,” 

“ Really, Bertram, you onght to be ashamed of 
yourself!” sald Lola, who stood regarding them 
with wonder and displeasure. ‘* For gracious 
sake, Phyllis, summon a little pru 
ald, ff not for my sake, at least for your own,” 
she added, reproachfally, 

" See here, my prudish sls! ” he retorted, mifs- 
chisvously ; “is it considered in soclety so very 
shocking to kiss your future wife ?” 

"This is no the for levity, Bertram, and 
Lhold it my duty to protect Phyllis from yonr 
rudeness,” 

" Sir Bertram is not joking,” interposed Phyllir, 
gravely. “If you had not been out you would 
have learnt the truth before.” 

“Bat you take my breath away. I is all like 
magic. I went out this morning and left you 
both looking as cold aa ics to each other. I 
return in the course of three hours, and here 
youfare plighted lovers.” 

“Th decent take «= month to forge love's 
fevters, eis. 1" he sald, good-humouredly. 

“Bat mamma! What fn the name of g>0d- 
ness will she asy when she hears this startling 
news?” 

“She simply promised Phyllis to be a friend 
and mother to her,” he returned, with a slight 
twinkle in “ eyes, ‘etalon 

“Well, ao long as are all sa , I suppose 
I must be the une laughed. ‘‘ Oaly I think 
you might bave shown a little confidence in ms, 
and not taken one so by surprise.” 

* Oar courtship wonld have lasted, perhaps, 
till our heads turned grey, Lola, if we had not 
been compelled by circumstances to avow the 
truth, It was forced upon us; ab least, I mean 
myself, And I frankly confese I feel s bappler 
man now that all fs fair and above board. Secrets 
of this nature are torturing to the holders of 
them. 

Well could Lola fcdoree her brother's words, 
for she was enduring misery untold, that robbed 
her of all joy night and day. 

“ What would I not give to exchsoge places 
with them !” she thought wistfally ; ‘* to revel in 
the loveof my husband, and scknowledgs him 
before all the world as the man of my choice, 
Bat no; I must be brave and keep my own 
counsel, Riches mean power, Inflaence, and the 
world’s blind worabip; ove rash word now, and 
ten thousand a-yeat would vanish, No, I will be 
trus to myself!” 





CHAPTER V, 


Time wore ov, and the yellow leaves had been 
carefully swept from the perks and squares, and 
Master Robin, with his saucy’ red- breast and 
cunaing little eyes, had taken the place of those 
feathered songstere who had migrated to warmer 
climes. 

It was a delicious, fresh November morning, 
av if King Summer had resumed his eunvy 
sway, and checked the advance of chilly winter. 

Phylifs and Lola were now inseparable—elsters, 
in fact, in heart, if not In name. 

They were dellying over thelr breakfast ae 
usual, and chatted away volubly. Lady Findlay 
always had her b t sent up to her room, 
so this was the pleasantest meal of the dey—to 
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Lola, at least—as she could epsak freely upon her 
affairs, and exchange little confidences one to 


wee orga tar peoptty et 
, who u the p yo 
this etep pending the marriage, 
am getting very uneasy and alarmed about 
la sald, looking at Phyllis wistfally. 
secres cannot be kept much longer from 
mother; even last night she looked me 

and through when I felt so falat.” 
ou must recollect, dear, that in the desert 
post-officer, and that letters are 
by falllog into the hands of the 
nob despond, therefore, but 
y coursge ; worry would only make 
place you ander the doctor's hands, 
wieh to avoid above all things.” 
1 knew he was safe I need not fret; 
which makes ‘the heart grow sick. 
very poorly, the dectors don’t think she 
through the 3 toto one? Se 
was constantly upon this , 

been in her confidence, 

muett have thought her thoroughly heartless. 

Phyllis, by way of distracting her com- 
panion’s thoughts, caught up the Times, and 
plunged {ato its contents. 

But the Peper fell from her nervelesa grasp, 
and she tu deadly pale, 

“*Phyllie, why don’t you read me eomething ” 
asked Lola. “Why, what ails you!” noticing 
for the first time her pallor and the fallen 


paper. 

9 she did not reply a nameless terror took 
possession of her, and, snatching wp thé paper, 
she saw an account of the terrible battle thar 
had deprived England of some of ita bravesh men. 

The details appeared to possess a horrible 

for her, and she read on until she 
reached the list of dead and wounded, when the 
name of Lieatenant Kingaford stood out before 
her eyes in letters of blood, 

With a low wall, as if her heart-strings had 
suddenly snapped, she fainted. 

Never had poor Phyllis been placed in a graver 
dilemma ; she dared not riog for help, and the 
shock to her own nerves was so great that for the 
moment she felt powerless to ach. 

Sammoniog up all her courage she flew to tae 
window and opened it wide, then set to work to 
h > ah eager failing te ] 6 Poo 

er eyes atly on 6 
marble face, . 


Every footatep, each sound, filled ber with 
fresh alarm, lest Lady Findlay should be 


Bat at last Lola, heaving a deep sigh, opencd 
her eyes, end said, feebly,— more 

‘“What has ha ¢ Ab, I comember} 
My poor Arthur ie dead!” then her tears began 
to flow and sobs shook her frame. 

Phyllis wisely did nob attempt to check her 
grief, but let ber cry on, knowing that ia the 
ead she would be the better for it, 

** Has mamma been ip and sesn me like this!” 
Lola asked, aroused to the necassity of guarding 
her secret the eyes of her mother. 

“No, dear; no one has seen you, but, of 
course, you will tell allnow! The secret cannot 
be kept any longer.” 

Rising upon her elbows, her ayes gllttericg 
with unalterable resolution, born of an mib- 
able will, she cried,— 

“No, {0 must be guarded now more jealously 
than before! His death frees me. Poor dear— 
dear fellow! and bls loss will overshadow my 
life! Oh, how crue)! J cannob even wear 
mourning for him |” 

Bat, Lola, do not forget your unborn child ; 
{i will require doubly a mother’s care now that 
he has gove.” 

““ Mother !"? she moaned, “ Cease, for 
Heaven's aake! Have I not told you over and 
over again that the moment my aunt dies I will 
confeat all?’ One rash word now and a splendid 
fortane will be lost. Besides, there is a man 
whom my aunt has selected for me, He has 
been away from England two years and more, 
filllag a very high on in South Africa, If 
one breath of suspicion could be fastened u 
me she would revoke her will, I have confided 
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everything to you vow, Phyllis, 20 do nob urge 
me further.” 
* . = i * 

**How ‘terribly sombre, child, you always 
look!” remarked Lady Findlay, a few days after 
the fateliigence of Kingsford’s death. ‘* Always 
black dresees ; {t fs sc old for a young lady, and 
heightens the strange pallor I have noticed of 
late. Ave you n0b well?” 

“No, mamma, I am far from well, I feel 
jaded, as If the last season had tired me beyond 

strep 


my 
“ Ab! yes, dear; now I come to think of ib It 
was especially trying toa débutante. 1 must call 
fa Dr. Revshaw.” 
"You will do nothing of the kind !’’ she broke 
out rebellious'y. ‘ It isn’t physic I want; it faa 


hange,” 

“Then why nod have [t?” suggested her 
ladyahip, eagerly, nob wishing to thwart her 
wilfal, tpollt darling, “and go for a month or so 
to the South of France, Cannesor Mentone. We 
could get Bertrara to join us.” 

“That would only make me woree,” she pro- 
tested, . “I want rest, quiet, and 
méan to have it! Those places are worse than 
being In town in the winter.” 

" How terribly inconsiztent and tiresome Lola 
fe 1” she murmured, fretfally ; ‘* bat she mu at 


.| haveher way, I suppose, ac usual! Where do 


yon propose at” ehe said, aloud, 

** Woodatoke !" she anewered, energetically 
‘Phyllis has given me such a glowing account of 
the rural beauty and peacefalness of the place, 
She will take care of me.” 

“Lam eure you will find it frightfally dull, 
and will soon be glad to return to town, not- 
withstanding the pretty scexery and society of 
Phyllis, who fs a most amiable, sensible com- 
panion, Pray, when {fs this little journey to 
take place }” 

" Ob, fn two days’ time.” 

“Bat, dear me, rou cannot possibly get 
ready in so sborta time 1” her mother ejaculated, 
pe erg her eyes fn blank astonishment at 
this ah whiew. ‘Your dreasses—beeider, 
thereare your fur’, they are not home yet; ft ‘es 
simply folly.” 

Folly or not, I start on Thursday!” sho 
said, firmly, ‘‘ dresses and fare notwithstanding. 
Where we are roing fashion is unknown |” 

“Capricious girl!” wmuttered her ladyship. 
‘*T don’t know who would crave for children, 
mine are ao headetrong. Bertram hae chosen a 
portionles", obscure bride, and Lola is defying 
my authority continually !” 

“Do not look so sad, mamma!” she eald, 
contritely. ‘“‘I will repay all your wealth of 
affec'ion some day. I am only distrait with a 
round of gafeties, and will soon be my own «elf 

fn.” 


I sincerely trost ec, dear child,” Lady 
Findlay murmured, fervently, as she kiseed her 
affectionately, and breathed a prayer for her 
welfare, By way of changing the topic of con- 
versation she observed, ‘'] had a letter from 
Bertram this morning. D)) you get one?” 

sd No, mamzaa,” 

‘* He is having splendid sport, he tells me, but 
he le very much cub up about poor Ideutenand 
Kingeford’s sad, untimely fate." 

The mere mention of her hueband’s name went 
throvgh Lola like a shock of electricity, and, in 
spite of her efforts to remain composed, tears 
came Into har eyee. 

\" Poor fellow |” she murmured, “ over ybody 
liked him ; but it fs always co, the best go first— 
the worthless remain.” . 

Her emotion, which she could not control, 
revealed what Lady Findlay bad long saepected, 
that Lola cared greatly for bia. 

" Fretting will not bring him back. Ue could 
nob have chosen a more honourable career, or a 
more glorious death. One thing should comfort 
his friends—he has left no widow or children to 
mourn hia lose |” 

Lola had to bite her lips, to keep down the 
ery of anguish that wanted to find vent. 

"In mercy’s name, cease!” she moaned. 
‘* My nerves are shattered, and 1 hate the very 
thought of death!” This with o shudder, and 
@ piteous, appealing look, that went straight to 


her mother’s loving heart, 

It consoled Lady Findlay tc see her daughter's 
emotion, for it proved that, though captions, she 
wae not heartless, 

If only Lola could have thrown herself on her 
mother’s breast then, and confessed all, how 
much misery the futere sould have been spared ! 
Bat an insatiable ambition to be more wealthy 
than others had taken possession of the gli], and 
she lost this golden opportun'by. 


* * © . + 


“Thank Providence! Wo have got here at 
last! ” sald Lole, with a little gasp of satiefac- 
thon, looking with pleasurable surprise ab the 
esa qualat old cottage, nestling among the 

8. 


They had etopped before a low wooden gate, 
leading up @ gravel path to as ‘pretty a ruatic 
porch aa could well ke imagined. There wera 
tiny dlamond-paned windows, and dormers in tha 
roof, and variegated {vies climbed the walls, 
their leaves gleaming bright and green, others, 
beautifully veined with delicate tints, .wined 
around the windows, and even intruded up to 
the chimney-pote, where the blus emoke was 
curling upwards in fantastic shapes, 

"Welcome, dear Lola, to Ivy Cottage!” sald 
Phyllis, leading the way into a room with a 
raftered ceiling, and high walnscoted walls. 

A brizk fire, red and ruddy, blezsd a welcome, 
and a little round table, draped with eno 
damask, contained a dalaty repast. The pla 
tes-pot glittered fv the firelight ; » chicken, in a 
bed of watercress, lay beside a dish of delicate 
rolled ham; lemon coloured, crisp toast was 
heaped in ita rack, and au appevising aroma 
stole from the back quarters, 

“© What a sweet little gom of a place)” Lola 
burst oub again, In genuive admiration. 

“T amo glad you like it, aud also thav I was 
able to place it at your service. The Barnards, 
who rented ib, had to leave before their tenaucy 
was up, throngh a death tn their family, 

“Could anything be more fortunate! Why, 
Phyllfe, you are a woman of means to possess 
such a nice little property |” 

‘Ves, it would be nice 'f I had the means to 
live in ft,” she assented, ‘I did think of selling 
ib, and then my heart falled me, ax {b is the only 
link left of many {n our family history.” 

"You heve a history, Phyllis, Tameure. Per- 
haps, some day, you will rela‘o ib to mse, You 
know everything about me, and I wil! promfze 
not to betray your confidencs, even to Portram, 
You have not always been poor?” 

“No; my father owned moat of the Iand 
about here; bub be engeged in a ruinous I>w- 
anit to recover half-a-million of money!” 

“ And lost the day?” 

"No; he died of a broken heart, owlog to the 
law's delay, and the {Impossibility of recovering 
some desde, which alone were wanted to prove 
his case!” 

“Then you are heiress prospectively to thie 
large fortune ¢" 

‘* Vee, and my lawyer tells me he hag traced 
the papers; but [ have uo faith fu him,” 

“Have you mentioned this to Bertram or 
mamma?” 

“No! 1 did not think 16 advisable, av there 
fz atili a doubt about the matter; but let as 
change theaubject. You are fatigued; we will 
go upstairs and take off our wraps, and make 
ourselves comfortable, and then to tes.” 

Asmart youvg girl brought fn the tes, and 
curteeyed lowly to the ladies, giving Phyllis a 
emalle of pleased recognition, 

“Do you think, Phylile, that ove domestic fs 
sufficient to keep our domala neat?” Lola asked, 
sadly missing the quiet deit-handed man-servant, 
who had always waited upon her, 

** Aq peclusion and secrecy fs our aim I think 
it safer. Kateis no chatterer, and ts devoted 
tome, I mush buey about 5 Httle myself, 

cesently there will be the nurse, and old Mre. 
Giles is a very active body, and as dlecrest a7 a 
quaker.” 

Their sojourn at Ivy Cobtage was very pleasant, 
despite the winter's enow snd frost. Lola's 





roadwood plano was sent from London, and a 
box of books came weekiy from Mudie’s, zo thaé 
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they had every facility for passing the time en- 
joyably, 

Not that many smiles came from the widowed 
heart of poor Lola, but she bore up bravely, leet 
her ecorrow should prove contaglous and make 
Phyllis on x ae 

One day cry an {nfant gladdened the 
heart of the mother, who now had something to 
love and to care for, if only by stealth, 

Both did well ander the Lina, akflfal treat- 
ment of doctor and nurze, and soon Lola was 


_ able to join Phgilis in her cosy eltting-room, 


where the baby- boy's cot stood in s warm corner, 

The young mother had only been up a few 
days when they were thrown into a atate of 
consternation et the sudden unannounced 
arrival of Lady Findlay, who drove up In the old 
station fiy, the roof of which was crowded with 
trunks, as if ehe had coms to make a long stay. 

‘Gracious Heavens, Phyllis! what is to be 
done?” gasped Lola. ‘Why, bere’s mamma, 
and positively loaded up with luggage |” 

Phyllis turned as white as snow, concealment 
ar ma she thought, uo longer possible. 

“Go to the door, Phylifs,” Lole pleaded, 
eagerly, “and show her Into the drawing-room. 
Luckily there's a fire there. Tell her [ have 
an awfal headache—enything; but gala me 
time 0 collect my scattered senses.” 

Am I not good to come all this way to this 
outlandish place this bitter weather to see you 
both?” Ledy Findlay said, kissing Phylits, and 
beaming upon her with gratified emiles, “I 
have a mecsage from Bertram, He also is going 
to storm your castle ; he Is so anxfous to see It, 
and fz shortening his etay fa Norway to join us.”’ 

By this time she had talked herself right Into 
the house and iato the tiny drawing-room where 
& fren cause of alarm awalted poor Phyllis, fn 
the shape of a baby’s robe that had been lald 
down ona chair by Kate. 

Pouncing on it, Phyllis grabbed {t up and 
crashed the delicate lace into a ball, and threw 
it ander a couch whilst her ladyship was warm- 
ing her feet at the firs. 

“Where te Lolat Why is she nob bere to 
greetme! Ithonght ft would please her so for 
me to surprise her,"’ 

“ She—er—is—er-——iying down,” stammered 
Phyllis, “but I will go and call her.” 

‘No, no, Phyllis, I will go to the dear child 
myself, Blees me, why that surely was the cry 
of an infant! Have you got any babies in the 
house?" 

Poor Payilis devoutly wished the lfttle fellow 
would choke himself with those rosy fists of his, 
and was about to deny the child’s exletence, 
when, as if recogaleing the presence of ts grand- 
mamma, he roared stili mors lustily. 

She then saw {t was no use hiding the fac’ of 
there belng a baby fn the house, and summoning 
all her wits, sald pleasantiy,— 

** Yea, it belongs to our servant—that fa—I 
mean her people. You cee, we are living a very 
qufeb humdram exlstence, end———” 

** Just so, and children ars amusing. How old 
is the cherub t” 

**Oh! about two months,” sald Phyllis, men- 
daciously, wishing ber ladyship’s crogs-examina- 
tion at an end. 

Dear me ! and the anvatural mother actually 
exposes a babe of ghab tender age to this incle- 
ment weather,” sald Lidy Findlay, severely. 
“Now, please, show me Lola’s room, bat don't 
forget to see that my luggage is broughtin, I 
am going to stay with you both to help you to 
entertain Bertram when he arrives, and then we 
can all return to town together.” 

“ Was ever anyone ever In such a fearfal fiz 
as lam ?” thoughd Lola, who had listened to the 
conversation, ‘I must send her back at any 
cost, or all will be known.” 

Tripping dowustairs, her faca wreathed with 
forced smiles, she advanced, and kissing her 
mother, eald,— 

‘Why, mamma, whatever Induced you to 
travel such a distance this cold weather, just to 
pay ues fiying visit? We cannot possibly pat 
you up; there {s nota alngle spare room, bub 
take off your cloak, and have some refreahments,” 

“ My dear, I intended——” 

" Yes, yes, I know, but circumstances won't 


permit, you sse, Phyllis, please tell the man to 
take mammy’s luggage back to the station, and 
return with word as to the next up-train.” All 
thie was sald so naturally aud emphatically shat 
poor Lady Findlay could utter no protest, until 
remembering that there was one trunk filled with 
presents, she bounced out of the room, and told 
the men to bring that particular one In. 

omen gained her poiut thus far, Lola con- 


“Now, mamma, I muet acold you seriously for 
Dob writing bo say yoo were coming. You might 
have saved yourself a tedfous journey and us the 
pain of seeming inhospitable ; but never mind, 
mamma, dear,” seeing the look of keen disappolnt- 
ment in her indulgent mother’s face, ‘‘ we shall 
be back, Paylils and I, in less than a fortnight.” 

ah my dear, Bertram fs coming,” she per- 


“ Widdlesticks! Why, you must have told him 
ft wasa palace insteed ofa birdcage,’ she laughed 
‘© Phyllis will befn town before he can arrive 
from Norway.” 

** Dear, dear, and I had looked forward with 
such pleasure to spending « month with both you 
girle, and I have positively given ap our house to 
the decoratore. I thought it would be a capital 
rg na 5 before you ali retarned for the wed- 
ding, which Bertram wishes to take place ix early 
epring. It fs too provoklog to have one’s plans 
upset so! ’ and her ladyship looked very doleful 
at the prospect of returning back thus uncere- 
montouely. 

Phyllis filtted aboub in a perfect fever of 
apprehension ; she felt {t s moral Impossibility 
to alt down near Lady Findlay, and meet her 
frank eyes, 

*‘You seem short-handed for servants, my 
dear |’ suggested their unwelcome guert, “ You 
will make yourself quite lll bustling about fo this 
fashion ; {bt fs only Playing Mike children at house- 
keeping. No wonder you both look so pale, and 
as for dear Lola, she ia thinner than ever, Iam 
half a mind to stay here tll It’s practicable to 
carry you both back with me nolens volens."” 

Both girls vied with each other In ministerlag 
to her wants. Lola spilt a glass of port over her 
mother’s travelling dress on hearlug her baby 
give forth a volley of shrieks to ann 2:unces that he, 
too, wanted refreshments, and meant to have it. 

‘* Dear me, what lungs that chiid possesses |’ 
her ladysh{p observed, sagacionely. “I should 
like to see the little thing. Is ita girl ora boy?” 

“Which fs it, Phyliis?” Lola aeked, affecting 
supreme ignorance. 

© Ob, the baby you mean! Why, I fancy tt 
le a boy,” — Phyliis, colouring. 

** Go and bring {t to me," sald her ladyship to 
Phylife, who exchanged an appealing glance with 
Lola. 


It was a terrible dilemma, one very trying 
te both their nerves ; but Lola, now, as before, 
proved hereelf equal to the occasion and nodded 

t. 


aasen 

* What baaubtlfal lace ite robe is trimmed with ! 
Why it is rea! Valenciennes, and you eaid, I think, 
ibe parents were wor! folk 1” 

"Yes, bub you see its godmother is a rich 
peraca, and gives these things to the mother.” 

“Hamph! It’s very improper to —s ap 
children with such high notions,” remarked Lady 
Findlay, esgely. 

“AG all events, he is not old enough yet, 
mamra, to be spoilt by finery,” Lola laughed, 

“It fs certainly a fne lbtle fellow, and looks 
anything but a pr0r person’s child ; buat there, I 
haven't patience with people decklog their little 
ones fn such frippery. {s its mother! I 
should Ifke to give her a word of advice upon the 
vanity she displays.” 

“Here's the fy, mamms; you will lose the 
train!” sald Lola, anxfously, taking the infant 
out of ber mother’s arms and helping her to 
adjast her fars. 

*© What a lucky escape I have had 1” enid Lola, 
einking into a chafr, ‘*I feel quite ll; how I 
got through my part Heaven only knows !" 

“T thought Ishould have sunk through the 
earth,’ Phyllis said, with a sigh of rellef. ‘ You, 
Lola, showed great presence of mind.” 

** Ramember what [ had at stake, IT am fighting 
‘ for a splendid loheritance ! ” 








Yet another visitor arrived at [vy Cuttage, this 
time during the temporary absence of the ladies, 
It was no a@ personage than Richard Ward, 
who, ss read an Pema mn ~S — ty 

o! approaching m eof Poy 
Bir Bertram, had called first at Regent’s 
Park, only to learn that she had gone to Wood- 
stoke. His fury knew no bounds at the fearful 
thought of losing his prizs, jast when every- 
thing seemed working favourably to his nefartous 
enda, 

Kate stood blushing prettily at the porch, on 
seeing an old acquaintance. 

“ Hilloa, Kate, my lass! You look bonnier 
thanever!” he sald, gollantly. “Is Miss Wyn- 
ford ab homes 1” . 

"No, Mc. Ward ; but won't you atepin? She 
has only gone for a drive; she has been very 
poorly lately.” 

“Indeed. I am very sorry for that! How 
long have you been here!” 

As long as Mies Wynford, I came to oblige 
her about two months ago.” 

‘Oh! bless me, why that’s a child crying! 
Surely you sre nos married, Kate!” he sald, 
looking at her keenly, 

“ Me! lor’ no, Mr. Ward,” sho giggled. 

" Then who does the child belong to?” 

TI musta’ say,” she answered, demurely. 

He felt tuclined to give e prolonged whistle, {n- 
dicative of amazement, bat checked the impulse 


in time. ; 

" How old fs the baky, did you say, Kate’” he 
asked, cunningly. 

" About five weeks." 

“ Oh, indeed ; five weeks!” and he ssemed to 
be tasking a mental calculation ; or, in other 
words, putting two and two together. 

He walked into the sf room, and threw 4 
searching glance around, then looked at the 
child attentively, throwing Kate off her guard 
by jocalar remarks. 

*{ don’t think I will walt, Kate, as I have 
to keep an appolotment In London. Please 
merely tell Mies Wynford I have called, and will 
wribe » 


“ All right, Mr. Ward. You are very welcome 
to stay If you like |” 

“‘Thanks, Here Kate, there’s something 
to buy anew ribbon with,” giving ber a half- 
sovereign, 

“ What a nice free gentleman he fs!” she sald, 
with a smirk, lookiog at herself coquettishly In 
the glass. ‘Not an atom of pride; bat, there, 
he always did admire me, I know, and ofven lent 
me half of his hymn-book at charch. A 
told me I should be s lady some day, and ride in 
my carriage |” 

Her pleasent day-dreams wers interrupted by 
the return of Lols and Phyllir, who seemed fn 
capital apirite, 

Please, moles, Mr, Ward has been to see you |” 
Kate sald, importantly. 

‘Mr, Ward 1" exclaimed Phyllis, 

" Yes, miss, old lawyer Ward'seon. He wouldn’s 
stop, though I asked him to, He said be would 
write,” 


" Did he ask you any questions, Kate?” 

“No, mise, and I didn’t breath a word about 
Mre. Atkins” (meaning Lola). 

‘*That’s a good girl, I won’t forget you, Kate, 
when I am married. You shall come and be 
always with me i” 

“What a mercy I was out when he called ; 
he might have recognised Lola at some future 
tim: ” 


8. 
When Richard Ward was being whirled to 
London he sat and cogltated deeply over the dis- 
overy he had made at Ivy Cottage, and bis face 
lit up with fiendish joy as be concccted a plan 
for getting Phyllis completely in bis toile. r 
“ Toere isa mystery attaching to the affalr, 
he muttered now. ‘If I can only obtain posess- 
sion of the child, sorasthing may arlee to Impll- 
cate ey and break off the match. If she 
thinks 1 am eimpleton enough to lose her and 


half-a-million she makes a grave mistake!” 

The result of his machinations was that one 
day Lolg’s child was missing, and could nob be 
traced.~ This terrible misfortune threw her Into 
deepalr, and, for a time, Phyllis thought her 
reason was unhinged. 
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To add to their perplexity, the time had arrived 
when they were to retura to Regent’s Park ; nor 
could they take active 1 for the recovery of 
the infant, lest the truth of his parentage should 
ooze oub, 

It may readily be conceived, therefore, that 
they were not in an enviable frame of mind when 
they reached home. 


(Zo be concluded in our next.) 








ONLY AN OLD HAT. 
20 

on at the old farm-house 
ims vas dead, and his heir, a 


young nephew he had never seen since the boy 
was four years old, had come down to sell 


AN auction was 


sard roof, 

“To’s a shame,” sald one or two, 
pity Sims did not make a will, He must have 
had come Intentions about such a property, He 
never could have intended all that wealth to go 
toa boy he did not like enough to ask Lim over 
for the summer.” 


Md peor fend ty "- a Oh founded a 
, an bas ent physician 
for life, if the will had been made. 

The clergyman knew he meant to do something 
for professor had heard him 


the chareb, The 
of a d reading-room, Every- 
knew something, and all the far-away cousins 
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the fashionable to-day, but ut: 
ee a Saree —— 
The x 


ye ey would, if he built hia villa, 
“sete ’’ of the latest style, with 


t! ticks,” he said, 
" but I'd like to clear up and be done with it.” 


say 0, 
saye I, ‘ what your ma liked to have I don’t want 
to alter, I lke it all ; it’s good stuff!’ and then 
he kissed me.” 


tears dried soon, 
present, 

‘They were selling the old farniture by auction, 
The claw-footed side-board, the 








wife ; and she was 8 poor needle-woman, an old 
maid going from house to house for her board and 
two shillings a day ; looking forward to feeble old 
age, and with an awful fn her soul of 
coming to the “house” at last. 

If she had married Sam, how different {t would 
have been, 

“Why, Miss Frost! you've been a cryin’ !”’ 
sald Mrs, Black’s loud voice, just then, in her 


ear. 
Jennie started guiltily, but she was too 
candid to complain of a cold or the sun in her 


eyes, 

‘* Well, I have cried a little, Mrs. Black,” eald 
she, ‘ You see, we used to be friends, Mr. Sims 
and J, and I knew his ma, and I remember all 
that furniture, and it seems a sin to sell it and 
tear down the old house, and maybe root up thse 
lilacs and strawberry shrubs, and perhaps cut 
down the trees. Jt was almost like home to me 
in Mra, Sime’ day.” 

“ Well, it must seem a sin to anyone, and more 
#0 to you, Mise Frost,” sald Mrs. Black. ‘* But 
don’ you want to go over and see the place and 
what fs golng on! You might as well just take 
a day or the rest of ft, I’m in no hurry, and you 
look tired out.” 

Mrs. Black was kind in her way, and felt » 
certain pity for Jennie, She had heard that Miss 
Frost was once engeged to Mr. Sims, and might 
to-day have been » rich and important widow, 
instead of a poor, ionely seamstress. 

**Go slong, Miss Frost,” she added. “I know 
you want to. 

“ Did she want to?” Jennie asked herself ; and 
her heart answered ‘' Yes.” 

She would see the old home once more, see the 
old farni'ure ; and when she could get a chance 
she would 


was faded, and even mended now, and walked up 
the road, and turned into the lane, and entered 
the Sims garden. 

The smell of the shrnb came to her ; the lilac 
flowers were gone, but the willow branches kissed 
her bonnet a# she passed under them. 

The neighbours who saw her nodded or spoke, 
but they were selling the tall clock, and there was 
some excitement. Jennie stood at the door 
awhile and Iatened to the bidding. A Jewish 
lady from the village bought the trnnks of 
women’s clothing, sold unopened, for next to 
nothing. A washerwoman got the tabs and frons 
cheap in o lob, and so on and so forth, 

To Jennie it all seemed tragic. She went up- 
stairs, where people where poking the beds and 

, and examining the toilet sets and 
curtains, and she began to mcunt the garret 
stairs. 


* Nothin’ up there,” said 3 well-meaning person, 
who was descending. “’Talo't worth while to lose 
breath a ciimbin’,” 

Mies Frost did not answer. 

Nothing up there! How little people knew ! 
There was window at which two lovers had 
plighted thelr vows. There, perhaps, lUxgered 
some of her dead past and his who had 
died elderly aud a bachelor, 

As her head rose above the floor she gszed 
eagerly abouther. From the rafters hung some 
branches of withered herbs and some ropes of 
onfons, The trunks had been carried down and 
an old bureau. A coat hung upon a peg; over 
ita hat. Jenny went to the window. Sue wonld 
not cry, for she must face thoes people down- 
stairs again; but she uttered little moans of 
anguish as ehe stood there. She realised what 
Ife actually is at that moment, and it seemed 
very cruel to her—once young, beloved, tty 
and hopefa) ; now old, unloved, wriakled, and 
with nothing to wish for, No wonder that she 
suffered. 


At last she turned ‘her back on the bille—un- 
changed while lives were lived, and while youth 
fled and love departed, and graves were dug—and 
saw the coat upon the wall; Sam's coat—an old 





man’s coat, worn lovg and carelessly ; and a big, 
a soft hat, The woman went 
closer, nestled uw the coat, and 
talked ab bead cxemah te eakten cen a hat 
in her hands and kissed it. It was worth nothing. 
Tt bad rain stains on it, Its shape was odd. 
Nobody wanted it. Bab what a relic ib would be 
to her of Sam ! ouly she con}d nob ask for ib, 

She could take {t, hide it uader her shawl— 
all folded flat as it would be—and keep it for 
ever, Sam’s hat—her Sam’s hati Why she 
had a right to It, 

And Miss Frost obeyed the impulse, took the 
hatand hid it neatly awey. ib seemed almost 
as though it were a theft ; still, 1 woald not be 
wrong to ‘ake It, 

When she came home, Mrs, Black told Miss 
Frost the walk had done her good; her cheeks 
were quite red ; bab she went early to bed that 
evening. She bolted her door, and undressed in 
ea horry. She putoud the Nght. Then she feld 
for her shawl in which the hat lay folded, and 
took {tin her arms. A certain perfume that wae 
always connected with Sam’s halr was faintly 
noticeable-—-an odour of bergamot. It browghe 
the past back vividly. It almost seomed as though 
his head rested on her heart. She clasped the 
old hat close and kissed {0, 

“Ob, Sam |” she whigpered, ‘‘I was always 
ready to make up; but you were rich and I was 
poor; and I was proud. Ob, Sam! ob, my 
darling |” 

And for hours ehe lay awake—the Jennie of 
the past—tin the darkness which blotted out the 
changes in her face, and fell asleep ot lasb, and 
dreamed of young Sam, and his perfumed hair, 
and heard him once more say that they won!d be 
bappy together. 

She awakened suddenly tn the early dawn, 
and came back to herself, She dressed herself ; 
emogthed her prim bands of hair; tled on her 
black spron with pockets; and then looked at 
the hat. Of course {t must be hidden away ; and 
she —- panned ot = bed in which to 
wrap ft, paused to look at it again. 

The fside of the hat suentatel iteell. The 
plece of leather which linea the crown looked 
curlously thick. She touched It with her hand. 
Under it was along paper folded into a narrow 
alip, She drew it oud and saw that something 
was written on the outelde, . 

Taking the paper to the window she saw that 
the words were chese :—"’ The last will and testa- 
ment of Samue! Sims,” 

At this Miss Frost began to tremble from head 
to foot, but she was a daughter of Eve, Softly 
and reverently Indeed she opened the will; bus 
she did open {it and read it through, and when 
she had finished she crept into bed sgaioa and lay 
there sobbing for a long while ; for in It she had 
found strange things. 

Some of Samvel Sims’ money had been lef) to 
the hospital, some of his land te the charch, and 
there were legacies for many people; but the 
homestead, with all its farnhtwe, and 
farm land, and an income on which she could live 
luxuriously, were bequeathed ‘‘ to Jennie Frost, 
spinster, in memory of the love I bore her all my 
lonely life.” 

No wonder poor Jennie wept. 

Bat Mr, Black soon found out the cause of her 
agitation, and Mr. Black wasa lawyer. The will 
was correctly made; the witnesses were found. 

Why Samuel Sims had put it In‘his hat-lining 
noone knew. He often carried popers there. 
Perhaps he mean) to leave itn eate-keeping, but 
he died very suddenly, with hat and coat on as 
he was about to drive out. 

But the will was found and was all right. 
Nothing had yet beer taken away. Themoney was 
refunded to the purchasers of the old farniture. 

The young nephew had s tolerable legacy, and 
maic no fuss whatever, and ons day Jennie Frost 
entered the homestead as ite mistress, It was a 
strange ending to her love story, she thought, 

She was here at last, but how! It almoat 
seemed to her as though some spiritual union had 
taken place between her sou! and Sims; and fn 
the kesping-room, on a peg near the door, she 
hung his coat and hat. 

‘There they hang always, and to the stranger 
who sees them, and looks at the mild old lady 
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rocking in the great chair as she sews or knits, 
ib seems as though the master of the house were 
within—upstaire, somewhere, perhaps, It often 
seems £0, too, to Jennie, 
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HIDDEN FROM ALL EYES. 
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CHAPTER XLIX.—(continued.) 


Gopyrey drew Nella’s hand through his arm, 
and led her by a door at the end of the conser- 
vatory to aamall room on the other side of the 
hall which had once been the children’s study. 
Ib was dimly lighted, and looked aa.if ib were but 
Hitle used, 

*')’va only broughd you here,” he. said, Ja 
answer to her look of surprise, ‘t to showyou what 
Dalele Arkwright was like before Maltravers 
spoilt her life,” 

He polnted as he epoke to an oil-psiating over 
the mantelpiece, which had once adorned the 
walls of Burlington House, 

It represented Dalecle as a lovely girl of sixteen, 
with alook of serene happiness in her fawn-like 
eyez, of which they had long been robbed, 

“She Is more beautiful now!” and. Nella 
turned away. , 

‘Do you think sof Idon't, Wait here,” he 
sald, hurrlediy, ‘ while: I go and eee if my aunt 
is ready,” 

He was gone before she could remonstrate, and 
zhe sat down on the sofa, obliged to wait for him, 
ageinss her will, 

Not &,s0und reached her in that ont-of-the- 
way little room, not a note of the music, or even 
the distant murmur of laughter. Time, under 
such clrcumetances, seems long, in proportion to 
our impatience, and she had just made up her 
mind to leave her lonely retreat, and venture 
back, within reach of somebody else’s society, 
when Somerville returned with her ‘ur closk and 
soft white ehawl upon his arm. 

"IT could not trouble you to go upstairs, so 
went and fetched them. I spotted them. at once,” 
he said, with a«mile, as he wrapped them care- 
fully aromnd her, ‘* but the female fa charge was 
very unwilling to give them up.” 

‘Is Lady Somerville there?” she asked, as be 
hurried her along the hall. 

“She was a moment ago, but I don’t see her 
now,” looking about him in. well.- simulated 
anzlety. ‘' Whose carriage fs that!” turning to 
a footman. 

** Lady Somervilles, sir!” 

© That's all right! Come along, guickl’’ and 
he led her down the steps. 

‘Bab this is the brougham| They can’d have 
gone without me?” standing stock still, 

‘Bat they have! Uacie was in a towering 
rage at being kept waiting. Get in!” 

“Bat there is some mistake,” hesitatiog, 
"you had the white horse—Psyche! I remem- 
ber it quite well! This f* somebody else's 
carriage |” 

“Nonsense, Don't you recognize Pearl?” in 
a hoarse whisper. ‘Get In for Heaven's sake, 
She has nob been in harness for a lovg while, and 
they can scarcely hold her head,” 

Pearl! Yes sie would have known the beautiful 
mare anywhere, and though wondering how ft 
could ever chauge places with Psyche, put her 
foot on the step, ‘I’m not going alone with you,” 
she said, hesitating once more, 

Somerville, driven mad by every small delay, 
rmouttered an oath. 

* OF course nob,” bo said as calmly as he could, 
‘*The others will be here directly, but that fs no 
reason why you should catch your death of cold, 
We can get Io, and walt till they come,” 

*' Does Oyril know ¢” 

**T told him myself. Bs quick!”’ 

Satisfied at last, she was on the point of jamp- 
{ng into the carriage, when a hand wae lald on her 
shoulder, 

“Stopt” 

It was Oyril’s volee, and she drew back In 
astonishment, 

“Lady Somerville has gone without me,” she 
sald, supposing that he did not understand. 








“Then you mustcome with us ’—his face white 
with suppressed passion, whilat Godfrey stood 
still, as if struck by sudden paralysis 

“Ol course, and thie is the brougham.” 

‘Ta that Psyche?” sternly, as if he thought 
she was trying to decelve him. He made a sign 
at the same time to the coachman to move on, 
and beckoned. to George to take his place.” 

“No, bubdt’s Pearl-——-” 


* Yes, and there couldn't be a better horse than, 


Pear],”. broke. In Godfrey, sammouling his scat- 
tered.wits to the-reseue. ‘Psyche kicks, Noelia, 
don’t listen vo him, or you'll come to grief on the 
way home,” 

‘‘ My cousin comes with me, Get in,” he said 
briefly ; and Nella, bewildered. and smazed, dii 


aa.she, wee bid. Cyril immediately took bis place |; 


by her side,.as if it were his by right. Mr, Mal- 
lon sab ox the opposite geet, his thaughta still too 
fall of his last gcod-bye te Dalcis, to take in the 
full significance of the crisis. 

Godtcey Somerville stcgd.on the steps, fn 
allent impoteat wrath, knowing that hia last hope 
was gone, Vere shut the door with o bang, and 
put his head.out.of the window. ‘‘ You know 
best for what motive you had a third carriage to- 
night,” be sald, in a low, distinct whieper, ‘'I 
hope you will find it useful, Go where I told 
you,” be called out to his groom. 

**Ourse you!” cried. Godfrey, savagely, aa he 
clenched his fiet ; but his curses had 20 power te 
harm the man who had foiled him, or to bring 
back the girl he had lost! 


CHAPTER L, 


Vicror bad taken so Jong over his farewell to 
Dalcle, neither knowing if it would prove to be 
the last meeting they would have on earth, that 
George had to drive at a rapid pace in order to 
got to Nan’s Tower ab the appointed time. 

Vere sat by the aide of his consio, fo angry 
silence, Her presence was ab once an annoyance 
and perplexity to him, He could nob tell how 
long they might be delayed, or what measures 
they would have to take ; w Robin would 
fall {oto thelr hands an sony SOR or whether 
they would have to pursue throvgh the rest 
of the wintry night, Meanwhile what.could be 
done with this girl, who had been forced to coms 
with them against her will! If they kept her 
out all night, Lady Somerville would never for- 
give them; and yet they could nob send her 
home, beacause they might be sorely in need of 
the carriage, Som would be certain to 
follow them at once ; so that If they left her ont- 
side, the laterrupted elopsment would be resamed 
with the greatest ease, He looked at Mr, Malion 
for some suggestion, but Victor was lost in a 
dream, and had evidently forgotten that Eleanor 
Maynard was altting just opposite to him. 

To bave a woman thrust upon you when you 
were engsged in a difficult and dangerous expe- 
dition was embarrassing to the last degree, and 
it was with no kindly eye that Vere looked upon 
the delicate profile dimly seen by the ght of the 
carriage lamp. Something must be eettled, ao at 
last he aa seiee & Senin hemien nd 


up 

‘€ We have to atop at Nan’s Tower on a matter 
of buainesa on the way home, and I am afraid I 
must ask you to walt outside,” , 

“ Oan’t I come with .you?.” wearily, as if her 
strength had been tried to the uttermost, 

‘* Impoealble | Somerville.is sure to come after 
us, and I want to know how we etand, Juat tell 
me slaply whether you meant to run away with 
him to-night, or whether he was carrying you off 
without your knowledge?” 

“J don't know what he meant to do. I think 
he was half mad; bot I had just sald good-bye 
to him, as I thought for ever-———” 

** Good-bye! Then you knew what was golog 


fe hepeses ’ Interrupting her fn his great aston- 
shment. . 

“ Batter perhaps than you did, I told:you to 
walt,” 

* Yeu, and If I had waited another moment the 
scoundrel would have carried you off)” 

She shivered, understanding for the first time 





the horrible danger she had run, and remem- 
bering certain hints that Somerville had thrown 
ous as to his future MMe in Paris, which had 
puzzled her much at the time. 

“If [leave you outside now, you won't go with 
him! Promise me that,” he sa te 

‘Go with bim |" she exe in horror ; ‘I 
would rather lay me down {n the road for Payche 
to :un over me, You don’t know how dearly 


glad I am to think I shall never see his face 
again 3 


“ Women aro. incomprehensible . creatures,” 


muttered Vere, underneath his moustaches. 


" Look, the .dawn is "gald Nelia, 
dreamily ; ‘and how often I wondered 
what this day would brivg forth |” 

Cyril followad,the. direction of her eyes, then 
sprung to his feet, knocking the crown of bis 
head the roof of the carriage; the glass 
rattled down, and he thrust his face out of the 
wiadow, shouting,— ig’ 

"Drive for your life!” 

_.Nietor started, forward, bis eyes fixed fa horror 
at the crimson lightin the sky. 

"Good heavens we,abali be too late 

“ We may bein time. In fact, thia may be ths 
best thing for us,” 2eld Vere, recovering his calm. 
ness, as usual with him ina great emergency. 

Nella sat with closped hands, aud a prayer on 
her lips, She thought of the girl with the wild, 
wistful eyes. Li only she might be saved, to know 
that Victor had come at laat ! 
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of speech. was ; he 
head out of ts elon, 
light. 

He opened the door bef 
and rushed up to the 
A woman was standing at the stepa wr 
hands, Jt was Sarah Prendergast, who 
her head completely. 

Ms travers clutched the shou 

‘© Where fs she ?” he asked, hoarsely ; 
forgetting her long habit of concealment, 
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to the doorway, through volumes of smoke 
be pouring, aud cried, despairingly,— 
D ! 


‘“ Whereabonts ?” bis eager face close. to hers. 

 Abthe very top, mostlikely. The louder J 
called the farther she went, am bid of the 
stalrcase fell, and I couldn't get to her.” 

Without waiting for more details, Maltravers 
threw himself into the midst of the smoke, shout- 
ing “ Robin! Robin !”’ as loudly as he could in 
the choxlog atmosphere, 

Tiere was no answer bub the roar and he 
sputter of the flames overhead, which seemed like 
the topgues of hungry animals seeking to devour. 

He knew the house bebber than Vere, so 
his way to the atai:case without much culty, 

The fire had made no progress downward, as 
the lower part of the Tower.was composed of 
stone, but the rooms on the ground floor—there 
being no draught to carry it off—were filled with 
smoke, P 
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from all his sorrows, a han camel oe 
ears the blood rushed tobis head, Feeling that 
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’ Theatep gave way as he touched ft, but he 
scrambled on to the next, and so, by uss of hands 
and knees, reached firm ground at last. 

His halr was fp flames, he tore off wig and 
whiskers ; his coat was barning, he threw {b 
down ; audso robbed of every dicfiguring disguise, 
stood still and waited fo the flame-lit passage, 
tls eager ears listenlag for any token of Robin’s 


presence, 

Presently, through the dull, smoke, he 
aaw the yon of a white kine, ond a small 
dhand that beckoned, 

He darted after them in hottest haste; bub 
some curious idea had floated inte yoo) ngs dis- 
ordered brain that they sever 


meet. 
amongst smoke and flame, but only outside in | wasted 


the cold, fresh air, with the stars above their 
hesda. 


Fast she flow with eager feet, her long balr 
da with the haste she made, as. she 
mou & spiral staircase, ; 
At the top wasa door, which was alwaya kep’ 
locked, till keys were atolen, and left to rust 
amongst the nettles, 

She turned the handle with Sones. 
pny hey ay to Haten ; th ith a ore 
, happy bn Re haeeteann That the tena che 


an ey but must strain every effort 


To save the girl who once had loved him—to 
win the girl whom now he loved with the whole 
strength of hls heart—to clear the name which 
had been banded down to him by a long line of 
stainless forefachers. 

With such motives to spur him on, no wonder 
that he struggled on with a determination that 
mever faltered, even though he knew that death 
was beckoning with a girl's “licate fingers. 

Through a broken skyi.ght Robin climbed 
qvith the agility of a equirrel, and stood alone 
upon the roof, the cold night alr blo on her 
= white cheeks, her eyes glo with 


She waved her arms above her head with a 
shout of joy, Nella heard it down below, and 


shuddered, 
“ He is here,” whi Robin to the stars, 
Bay ag tage bear ge 
amoke a 
framed in the sash of the window. Boe eee’ 


¥, as ft was quickly followed by the rest of 


ore her, straight and tall, 
; the same look 


E 
fa 
i 
f 
Bs 
a 


arms, 
With a little cry of unspeakable joy she sprang 


into them, and lsid her tired head upon his 
breast, Found after long waiting! Come back 
to her, when hops had grown so weary!..She 
could call him now, and he would snewer. She 


to.}...And how cau I get to 
barniag front. with 


silane 





arms she fell asleep, thinking, {n her childish 
heart, that no harm could reach her there, 
whilst the eager watchers down below were 
counting the yards that still came between them 
and the leaping flames, wondering ff, by a miracle, 
help might come before It was too late, 


He 


CHAPTER Li, 


VuRe was busy with lls band of detectives, 
getting buckets of water from tho wall in the 
patableyard, but there was no hose to convey it 
to the appar etories, and their trouble was 
Nella yout of the carriage, and stood 
timidly ty thettie of, Prendergast, watching the 
destruction, and.longiog to render assfstance, 
‘here was a.soundof wheels, and presently 
Somerville rushed apaad selasd the woman by 
her arm, : 
“Ia there!” she, said; fa a dull, hopeless 
manner, from which could rous her. 
‘* And you are ” he eafd fiorcely, ‘ Dead 
or alive you ought to be with her, you d—d 
coward,” He gripped her hard, an 
tried to her in his passion, but she towered: 
grimly te his head. “Anyone gone for the 


She pointed to a fly at a little distance ; the 
horse had been taken out of the shafts, and he 
concluded that the driver, mounted on its back, 
had been sent off to Newington. 


his eye, and pulling off his 


** Now, don’t, Master Godfrey,”’ catching hold 
of his sleeve, and rousei into animation by the 
remembrance of the danger he would run. " Yoru 
can’t go”—choking down a s»b-—"' {t's death.” 

“Do you think I would let her dis alone?” . 

‘She ain't alone, there's a gentieman gone 
after her.’’ 

He atarted violently. 
Who was is?” 

“Tdon’t know, but there was two on ’em, and 
they are doing their best.” 

‘Vere and Mallon!” he atruck his hand to his 
forehead In. , then turned and stared at 
Nella, aa if she had been a ghost. 

“You here!” he said, slowly. 
you are golog tosee me die !”’ 

Then, without another word he s}:raag up. the 
steps, and was lost in cloudsof smoke. Prender- 
lglg, sac of stone, gave acry as If her 

o were breaking. G Somerville had 
been the idol of her life, For him she had alaved 
and done mach evil, ready to deny har own soul, 
¢ need be, to win one word of kinduess from him 
to bring him a fraction of good. She had hid- 
hanted criminal, and forsworn every 
life, living in out-of-the-way corners, 
witless girl for her only companion, And 
her. ith words that 


“You fool to let him! 


rages 
Al 
E 

E 


Be 
2 


1 
till she loved him with the ubter mnselfish de- 
of a fa dog ; and now he was in 
off her stupefaction, and racked 
dull brain to sse how best she could eave 


“Run!” she cried to some boys who were 
looking on, ‘ Get me all the. ladders you can 


find, and you shall be paid with gold.” 
The boys asked « questions, aud started 
of, Dick, who had been absent on an errand 


ha 
connected. with the intended journey, ran up 
brea’ , Parco nace be She 
stables, ere they found two short lIsdders 
bp they spliced together by means of somo 


rope. 
“Have you seen him!” Robin and all the 
rest were as nothing to her. Her only {aterest 


wa Ye ead Nella, pointing figure which 
¢s," -f toa Ww 
head jast on the slated roof outside 
‘3 own window. 

"Stay there!” she cried, with a wild shriek 


Pren 


ashe | of fear, as Godfrey, intent on reaching Robin at 








whatever cost, began to climb up ths thick stems 
of the fvy. “The smoke ‘all choke you; the 





$” meaauring the. 


"After all, | 


plant ‘all giva way, 
quite daft!” 

Nella gathered ber furs around ker with a 
shiver, Victor was there, and Robiu. Their 
figures showed in full rellef wheuever the smoke 
cleaced away, againat the blood-red aky. They 
could do nothing to help themuelvea, for escape 
was Impossible. The flames were gradually 
mounting higher and higher ; life or death only 
@epended on the arrival of the fire-eacapes ip 
time, 

Roblin was lost to all consclousuees of danger, 
but Victor was alive both to hope and fear; and 


“Oh! Heaven, he's gona 


65 the minutes crawled ov, and the very sistes 


on which they ware etinding grew warm from 
the farnace raging below, he raised his face ta 
the Henyen\ above him, tn silent, tearlesa agony. 
Everything had come to him, but too late , and 
Dalcle, whomshe coald have claimed to-morrow 
or on this day which was dawning, had been reen 
for the last time. 

Theré, waa a shoubfrom down below, followed 
by « loud resounding hise, as the enginca begsn 
to play on tho burning bullding 

" Here, for Heaven's sake be quick!” cried 
Vere, who bad. bean dofng ail that man could 
do to help, "The roof can’t last another 
minute |” 

* Better nob go,so near, air, the walls are not 
safe. Tals eacape’s not long enough.” 

Vere groaned, 

“Tell reach this. buttress, the rest must bs 
done with ladders, But whosver goes up on ‘em. 
will take his life fa bis hand,” 

"Tl go first!” said Vere, promptly. “ Let 
me have a rope to lower the lady down, if 
necessary.” 

Whilet be wae waltiog for ft, ia a fever of im- 
patience, & smal! hand waa laid on his arm, and 
Nella, anable to speak, looked up at him with 
imploring eyes. 

“Child, you will catch cold,” he aaid, kindly, 
as he drew the cloak over her frozen neck. 
"Good-bye, little Nell.” Then he suatched o 
cop: from the fireman's hand, and in avother 
moment was climbing upwards with all the baste 
he could, He reached the buttress, dragged the 
ladders after bim, and mounted again. 

“Ob! Heaven, have mercy |’? sobbed Neila, 
as, shaking all over, she bid her face in her 
hands, 

It was impossible to watch him, oa the flames 
leapt ont to meed him ashe passed, and, serpent 
like columns of smoke twleted themselves round 
his body. Even those who did not know him 
held sheir breath, astounded by the courage of 
this stranger, 

A gasp—a wort of growl of palo close by her 
aide—made Wella {start. Prendergest took her 
by the hand, and dragged her » littio to the jeit, 
where a shower of lighted splinters were failing 
fas 


%. 

“See there!” she sald, polating to a window 
which was very vear the roof. ‘'Do you seq, 
the fire’s all rouad it! It’s Uke « trap—he 
Pray for him—l've forgotten 


Nelia clasped ber hands in earnest suppll- 
cation. 

“Ob, Heaven | bring them back in safety,” 

" Him !--bring him In safety, and Jet all the 


others go, I—I would ha’ died for him—and 
yet Lcan’t. He's therennd I’m here, no good 
to him now.” 


She clenched her hands {n bitter, wild rebelilon 
agajuet Heaven's wil! Godfrey Somerville had 
been her god, and ali her words of prayer were 
dumb on ‘19: grim lips. 

Meanwhile, the man, on whom her dog-like 
nature had fixed in fond fidelity, had nearly 
reached his goal. Utterly reckless of his own 
life he recognised the faci that when he had 
jolned Robin there would be nothing left for 
them to do but to die together. 

“ Better so,” he thought, sulienly, as, utterly 
exhausted by his long climb, he drew a deep 
breath, and collected wealng energlea for a 
last effort, 
to leave her to the tender mercies of others.” 

Thea he put ont his hand, pushed open the 
skylight, and tried to raise himecif, and failed 





The floor was scorching his fect, the smoke was 


Better to take her with me thaa - 


mere 
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“HUSH!” SAID VICTOR, HOLDING OUT HIS ARM TO SHIELD BER 


bilnding. With a hopeless look at the aperture 
above him he thought he would rather die with 

out any more trouble. Bat then he remembered 
his «lster—she was probably all alone, for there 
waa no one on earth who loved her as he did, and 
would give his life to save her, Certainly nod 
Maltravers, who had long ago broken her heart ; 
nob Vere, who had only tried to fiad her out of 
spite to him. 

Ah} the laugh would be against them now ! 
He and Robin would be buried under the ruins 
of the Tower, and their secreb would die with 
them, Nella would never tell—a lle always 
frightened her, and she wouldn’t break her word 
to # dead mav. 

He leant his forehead against the sfll with a 
groan, This day she was to have been his, Cast- 
ing the thought aside, he summoned all his 
atrengtb, and holsted h'mself up with the 
greatest difficulty. 

Having scrambled to an uprixzht position, he 
looked about him like onedazed. There was Robin 
a few paces from him, her drees no longer white, 
rut red In the glare of the sky, and close beside 
her stood either Victor Maltravers or his ghost ! 
Was he dreaming! Delusions came to those 
about to die, The smoke had got Into his head. 
He rubbed his eyes and stared again. 

“We have met at last/” sald Victor, de- 
fiantly, as if a long life lay before him; “sand 
with this poor child in my arms! I call you a 
liar—a coward—a would-be murderer !"’ 

Somerville’s breast heaved as bis dark eyes 

fierce and eager. 

“You broke her heart and you killed her 
reason! The death of a dog would have been 
too good for you! Give her to me—you have no 
right to touch her !” 

* Hush!” aaid Victor, bolding out his arm to 
shield her from his touch. “ Don’t wake her, 
she’s asleep !” 

“ Asleep in 2 furnace like this! Robin, come 
to me!” 

There was no answer, Alarmed, he brushed 
away her hair, and looked at the small, white 








to Victor's. 
* She is dead |” 
Maltravers started. Yes, {i was true, 


face. He wee trembling when he raised his eyes 


The 
weary syes had closed In their eternal sieep, and 
the tired Robin bad gone to rest on the breast of 
the man she loved. 

A sob rose in his throat. Unwittingly he had 
epoilt the beauty of her life, and yet he had come 
by a providential chance to receive her Jasb sigh. 
Then Somerville tore her from his armz, and 
dragged her to the furthest verge of the narrow 
Tower, where he leant agaiost the ivied parapet, 
bugging the cold, inanimate form to his desolate 

cart. 


** Come! ” cried Vere, varsely, as he suddenly 
appeared above the casi, ited edge, ‘' One in- 
stant more, and we shall all be lost together ! '’ 
He caught hold of Maltravers, and pushed him 
towards the ladder, then turned to Somerville. 
“ Give me your sister and follow quick !” 

Godfrey shook his head. 

“Are you mad! Do you want die?” look- 
ing at him fn astonishment. 

“Yes!” The word had scarcely escaped his 
lips when his wish seemed to be fulfilled. The 
whole of the left wall of the Towex fell down with 
a mighty crash, and the brother and sister dis- 
appeared together, whilst high above every other 
sound rose a woman's cry. Vere sprung to the 
ladder, as the rest of the building quivered, and, 
as if by # miracle, reached the ground a living 
man! The roof fell fo and sent a fountalr of 
ighted splinters io the sky, having lasted jast 
long enough to save him ; bub where were the 
rest? 

When the wall fell most of the crowd rushed 
away, but Nella and Prendergast remained rooted 
to the spot, each forgetting her own danger in 
her utter absorption fn another's fate. — 

“Stand back!” cried one of the firemen, but 
neither moved, as the dangerous hail fell around 
them, Something heavy, elther a beam or & 
stone, hit Prendergast on the head, and she 
dropped down on the ground like a felled ox, 
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WIhOETH ERICK ~ 


DON’? WAKES HER, SHE'S ASLEEP,” 


Nella started forward Instead of backward, for 
amongst the burning fragments she caught sight. 
of two human forms. 

Her knees gave way beneath her, and she sank 
down upon the grase, her hands outstretched fo 
her availing pity. There, jagt before her, lay 
Godfrey Somerville with his dead aister In his 
arms—so close, that his coat-sleeve touched the 
front of her dress, Ali were afraid to come near 
her, except Victor, who lifted Robin tenderly—as 
if a rough touch could hurt her now |—anud 
carried her out of reach of harm ; and Vere, who 
came and plsced himself by Nella’s aide, wonder- 
leh chang were broken by the sight before 


" Godfrey, speak |” she whispered, womaniike, 
forgetting all his eins, and longing to call him 
back to his mis-spent life. 

At the sound of her voice his eyes opened. 

He looked at her long and strangely, as if his 
split were slowly retarning from the land of 
shadows. His lips moved, she bent her head to 
Heten, tears falling down from her own cheeks to 
pag Don’t let the doctors bother me—I want 
to » 

Then the heavy lids closed over the yearning 
eyes ; and holding in his band a withered rose, 
which had fallen from the front of her drese, he 
seemed to sleep. 


(To be continued. ) 








Tar boxers of ancient Rome carried heavy 
lumps of metal in their hands to make their 
blows more effective, and fatal encounters were 
frequent, 

Iw the lunatic asylums of Belgium there are 
securely-locked boxes in which every Inmate may 
deposit letters of complaint. Three times a week 
these letters are collected by outside officials, who 
fovestigate every case; and if a person asserte 
that be is not insane a prompt examination ensues 
by medical experts. 
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“WHY, YOU KNOW EACH OTHER?” I SAID QUICKLY, GLANCING FROM ONE TO THE OTHER. 


BROWN EYES AND BLUE. 


—:0:— 
CHAPTER VY. 


* Eojoy thy youth, it will not stay : ‘ 
Ev joy the a of thy prime, for O, it is not 
ways May. 


Tax scent of new-mown hay lies heavy over 


the land. 
The first full flush of grass cutting bas began, 
and castes inieen eek tee nk 
their , we grassec almost 
Gaceateoel 06 tinle ‘ome bareness. Prone on 
0’ Ss © perfumed meadow sweet, 
the tall scarlet brazen » the atiff spear- 
graep and pale-eyed marguerite which but 
italy pride and glory 


nestle down in a fresh-tossed haycock, and revel 
in one’s bed of grass. 
Mind you, Iam as {ndustrious a haymaker as 


Ciad in homeliest garb, and provided with a huge 
two-pronged fork or wide wooden sake —abiber 
implement as much as I can 

fort—I, too, labour in the d 





It fe about four o'clock and I am getting 
pos toad tired with my exertionr. The hay- 
have resigned themselves to a seat along 


vague 
shorn field, father and Miss Hannah, and behind 
bee again Colin Boughton striding along by 
aun 

Michael fs too 


Fs 
a 
BS! 
4 
a 
: 


about 
It’s hot work in the sun, so you won’t be alone 
fn your glory long.” 

"Oh, don’t mind abont me. I shall have 
in a minute or two, 


us 3 dogged look of vexation a in his face, 
“ Let’s go and meet them,” I hazard, but he 
responds somewhat surlily. 
“I must see that the men get on with their 
work, I can’t waste precious sunshine in ex- 








plafning farming to any cockney who comes this 
way.’ 


Of course he means Colin Boughton, and I 
take up the cudgels accordingly. 

‘You weren't too busy to waste time in 
making me a haycock though. And the 
hasn’s asked you to explain anything yet. 
think I can manage to tell him all he will want 
to know,” I add, moving off to meet them, while 
he walke away to where the men are working. 

* Well, fa’ darling,” I ery, linking my arm 
in his, after all the greetings are sald and dono, 
“go you’ve come to see how we are all getting 
on, have you? It’s euch a splendid crop of hay 
this year,” to Miss Hannab. 

“So I see, dear. 1l’ve brought a willing hand 
to help, Oolin has been dying to make hay all 
to-day. He couldn’t rest until I had set out 
with him to Gable Eod, and Mr. Lascelles kindly 
brought ueon here. Ib is certainly a splendid 
crop,” turning to father. 

** Yes, the river meade always produce good 
hay. I am generally very fortanate,’’ returna 
father, who always looks at the brightest elde of 


thin 
“ » Mise Lascelles, to initiate me into the 
mysteries of haymaking,” says Colin Boughton, 
leaving aunt’s side moving to mine, ‘I 
hear you are quite a past mistress in the art, 
I'll promise to work like a nigger slave.” 
“Michael knows a good deal more about it 
than I do,” Irejoin, “He taught me all I 
know. He would be the best teacher of the two, 
wouldn't you, Michael?” to him, as he comes up 
to us, thinking, I suppose, that it leoke rude to 


remain longer away. however, that my 
cousin manifests no of assent to my 
ition, I finish with, "bat I will do my 


Here's a rake,” banding him the one [ 
have been lately using, and moving away to a 
line of grass ready to be made game of, 

“Don't be very severe with me,” he says, 
comically, commencing to ecrape away at it with 
his rake, 

Ob, you mustn’t do ft like that,” I exclaim, 
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laughing ab his gauche efforts, “Look ‘at me, 
now,” taking the rake from him and Ulustrating 
how it ought to be done. 

“S» I will, with the greatest pleasure,” he 
returns, with alacrity, carrying oub his expressed 
iatention literally. 

=" Not ab my face,” biashiag a-Llttle, “at my 
hands, or rather at the rake.” 

“T prefer the face,” he mutters. 

“Nonsense,” I reply, sulliog in spite of myx 
self, “Now do be sensible. First, this wayy. 
then that. It isn’t at ali difficult,” ; 

** When you know how, Miss Cella.” . 

However he does exactly as I show him, and 
then leans on the handle of the rake. ' 

“I'm afraid I shall never be a good farmer, 
like your cousin, for instance.” 

“ I’m afraid you never will if you don’t work 
harder than that. I don’s call it working like a 
nigger, as you promised todo. Why, I can do a 
great deal more than that. . Michasl,” calling to 
hia, still standing talking to the other threenear 
my haycock, ‘'glve me another rake, will.pou, 
please |” 

He brings me one at cuce. tind 

“Don't do aay more to-day, Cella . You'll 
knock yourself up,” he gaps, appropriately, . 'J 
do not think Ib necessary: a Mr. Boughton’s 
tuition,” with a tiny sneer, “that you should 
get sunstroke, I am sore gor've done enough 
for one day.” 

“ Io's a curious thing we never happen to think 
alike,” I return, Aippantiy, — ¢ rake from 
his unwilling hand, “I intend to show Mr, 
Bobghton what can be done fn five minutes from 
now, We'll both begin together, and see who 
does most, Now then, and no talking allowed,” 

Michael leaves us in dudgeon, and for about 
five minutes we rake away diligently, a beautiial 
eflence reigning; thea Colin Boughton censes 
work, and leans again on h's rake handle, 

‘* You've won, Miss Celia, the victory is yours, 
Now let's talk agala, {f you don’t mind,” 

“Oh! mo, not at all,” sprightilly, “ what do 
you want to say 1” censing my raking too. 

“So that is Lubin?” he remarks, medita- 
tively, gazing in Michael's direction, 

“Tf you mean my cousio, I wish you wouldn’s 
cali him Lubin,” I say, rather pettishly ; for to 
~~ mind the joke, if there be any, is getting 
stale. 

“Why nos? What difference can it make 
whether I call him Lubin or Michael! The 
former Is allowable, the latter he might consider 
ay unwarratable Ifberty, considering our short 
acquaintance. Now I may speak of you aa 
ve. bat I should not dare to call you Cells,” 

laugh, my vexation gone. 

"Everyones calla me Celia. It would not ba 
such a very dreadful thing ff you did, I should- 
aot be very angry.” 

“I shall remember that,” he replies, lightly, 
“perhaps I may expsrimentalise some time or 
other; that fs”—in a brisker tone, and raising 
himself upright—“{f Lubin will let me. Iam 
afraid Lubin does not like ms, Miss Celia. He 
thiaks I am @ trespasser on his preserves, doesn't 


o ae 


“Tf yon think for one moment, Mr, Bough- 
ton, that I am engaged to Michael, you are 
quite mistaken,” I put in very hastily indeed, 
anxious to disabuse his mind at once on that 
acore, 

“Well, I have thought so,” he answers slowly, 
the brown eyes fixed on mine, 

“Then Tam not,” shortly, 

*‘T suppose {t fs merely a question of time }” 
he argues with melancholy composure, ‘' ‘T's be 
or not to be, that fs the question,’ as Hamlet 
very tritely remarked.”’ 

"Not to be,” I affirm, decidedly, and I look 
rather defiantly up at him. 

We stand, blue eyes and brown eyes, looking 
back at each other ; then he says, quietly,— 

"Do ie know, Miss Calia, strange agit may 
sound, Tam rather glad of it,” 

” Why t” I query, monosyllabically, 

“Can we poor’ mortals answer all the whys 
and wherefores that beset usin this tronbious 
world?” he sets forth half jokingly, half in earn- 
eat. “Can we tell why the grass grows, the 
fiswers bloom, the trees clothe themselves each 


spring as [t comes round, why the wind blows 
and whither it comes? We accept it as an in- 
controvertible fach; to solve the wondrous 
reason we never trouble ourselves, Hence, Miss 
Celia, to measure myself fo the same way, [ am 
glad, hardly koowing why, or troubling my Inner 
self to discover. Taere is Miss Hannah waving 
her parasol at me, so Lexpect it’s time for us to 
o. She would not keep Mr, Barlow walting 

ve minutes for,his tea If she could possibly help 
th a ay dear old soul dp 

fea! Iam Very © By 

| Wao elee ts Mncladed fa that fortunate [let ?” 
he asks, as we saunter slowly towards the bay- 
cock, tra!ling aur field rakes behind us, 

" Father,” J. return, checking off one on my 
fiogers, " Llove father first ofall, and Peudencs, 
my old nurse,” explainiogly, as he waite for 
farther then I mK g 

© Well, and Cousin Michas!, I suppose? ” 

"He is always very good to me,” I pat in 
quietly, with no dieclaimer, 

“Ot course he is, I can quite understand 


“Aad I Uke Anumd Rechoel, oaturally,! I end, 
as an » “Lought to be grateful. to 
her ; "bat the “like *’ sticks a little in my chroat, 


even aa I utter it. peers 
* Anyone else” ; ih nonate 
*' No, Bo one,” 
" Qatte sure, Mise Colia}” 
‘* Perfectly.” 


+ ee _— a a good let 
every you m,' Beye. 

blithely, as we reach them, and. giving re 
hand to Colin Boughton to help her up, while, 
give father a tug up, and aunt helps herself. ~ 

"“T have, havel not?” he answers for me; 
“give me a good character, please, or Miss 
Hannah will not let me come haymaking any. 
more. And now I’ve bogun, I Ifke it immensely 
and want to goon. It’s quite as fascinating In 
ite way as tennis, ff not more so, and has the de- 
clded merit of novelty Into the bargain, May I 
come again ¢" appealing to me. 

“QOhtcertalnly you may, By all means, ff 
you wish,” I assent, laughing, laying my head 
against father’s shoulder, as ‘we stand together, 
my arm through his. ‘‘ Youcan come to-morrow 
again if you are so anxlous to be usefnl, I shall 
not be here to see that you do your work properly, 
but that won't matter fn the very least, Michael 
will be delighted to superintend your haymaking 
efforts,” 

"TT feel tuat withont your eagle oye on me, 
Mies Celis, I shall infallibly be lazy,” he puts in 
quickly ; “therefore with your permission [’ll 
walt until you can fix that eagle eye upon my 
poor endeavours,” 

“T dare any my daughter will be fn the hay- 
field the day after to-morrow,” says father ; 
‘*she’aa true country lassie, and where the hay- 
makers are gathered together there will Celia be 
found, but to-morrow wa drive over to Gar- 
boldiaham to see a great uncle,” 

Coma, Colin,” cries Miss Hannah, hitherto 
parleying acent the parish with aunt; ‘Sarah 
will be wringing her hands about tealf we don’t 
make haets, and my poor brother will be wonder 
fog where we are, and if we have forgotten 


“Pm your humble servant to command, Miss 
Hannah,” with a flourish, and then they move 
away under sunt’s ‘guidance, while father and [ 
sit dowa again on the haycock. 

“Father,” (begin slowly, watching the re- 
treating figures over the field ; ‘da you like Mr. 
Boughton }” for in his jadgment of people and 
things I have the greatas» confidence, placing im- 
plicit trustia his opinion and penetration. I 
want hima to like Colla Boughton, and desire to 
hear him say so, hence my question, 

“Yes, my child, Ido, I don't kuow when I 
have met such a pleasant, well-fnformed young 
fellow. He's been abroad a good deal, and I 
quite a long chat with him before we came on 
hers, about all the Roman and Florence lions, 
It was refreshing to me to go over al’ the famillar 
places with him, for we have both been over the 
same ground, He's coroing in some afternoon to 
eee my bronzseand camecs. He seems as fond’ 





sof realart ag myself,” 


Iam glad he i: coming, for father’s sake, of 
course, Neither aunt mor Michael have 
souls, or interest themeelves in artistic things. 


Of the prosalc, most practical and prosaic ; thus 
father and I have slways been left alone fn peace 
to gloat over our bric-a-brac treasures, without 
any Interference from either of them, Now father 
will have someone to admire and appreciate beaide 
myself, some other mind to Interest itself In 


what fs so dear to bis heart, 

I gaze at Michael bimeelf {no directing 
the labourers, and wonder, {f he were more like 
Colia Boughton, whether I eclate bin 


appr 
better, for I do like Colla, I may call bim Colln 
to myself ; there can be no harm in and {b 
is easier to say than Boughton, I I liked 
him more to aggravate Michael the other night 
com{ng home, but {t is quite true. Iam sure of 
ib now. 

Itisn’satallan ugly name, Colin, when you 
come to say it over two or three times to yourself, 
An old-fashioned, Eaglish name, and so ye 
pepeernee. Cola! Colin! Yes, I like ft, . 

ly | 

This eame evening, later on, while] am — 
ing, lavender to dry and put Io the drawers 

a the Hnen, Aunt Rachael floats up the 
ei maik in the aps dove-colonred 
stands 6 e ) 

“My precious batts, I sa oh > Ae she 

{as smoothly. ay’: 
, vow I have invariably nu: ticed that when agnt 

for '‘my advice,’ s: ehe calls it, on any 
‘snbject, trivial or unimporban’ _taind 
you, previously fully made up her on the 
matter In question beforehand, forI ama very 
malleable reed in her hand—it is generally to 
cover eom she has dons, or determined 
mpon doing, which she kaows I shal! object to. 
Asking for my advice means a kind of propitlatory 
sacrifice, for the something ‘unpleasant consum- 
mated, without my knowledge and consent. 
Hence,I now naturally prick up my ears, and 
cease my gathering for the moment, to hear what 
she has to communicate; fally alive to the fact 
that I shall presently be enlightened on her in- 
tention, 

** Well, aunt, what is 161” I query, piaching 
off some of the Jong etalks of the lavender blooms. 

“ T can’t make up my mind, sweetest. whether 
to have the drawing-room chintzes sent to Nor- 
wich ee when Michael nae ee ine Epa 
pose of being calendered, or to walt an’ on 
in the summer. They want it badly enough, bus 
I should like to hear what you advise,” 

Considering that In these small household 
matters I am always a nonentity, and my opiufon 
never questioned, this fs, I know, the sugar-caslng 
of the bitter almond {nside, but I answer, — 

" You know best when they had better be done, 
I should have thought myself later on would 
have been best, They donot look so very solled 
to me,” 

“ Well, perhaps not, sweet love | We will, atany 
rate then, wall until Leila has pald us her yisic. 
Oh! by the bye, I forgot to mention ft this 
morning, before you rushed off to the hayfield, 
that I received a letter fcom dear Lelle, saying 
that, if quite convenient to us all, she would like 
to make her visit to us much earlier this year 
than usual.” 

“Ohi? T rome aod ggg Barve fa 
slowly a ina expe ° 

4 Yon ee tan "—¥ery p iy—* almost at 
once If we can recelve her,-as she hasan invitation 
for the North later on. She asked me to let her 
know by return if possible, so I wrote by this 
afternoon’s posi to asy we should be quite de- 
lighted to have her as soon as she tiked to 
come; of course, mentioning it to your father 
first, yon being out, He bad no objection, eo 
I anid that Saturday next would sult ua very 
well.” 

"Saturday, aunt!” wrinkling my brows to- 
gether in a small frown ; “ why, that ia the day 


after to-morrow!” . Rt 

© Well, sweet love, we have no engagement, 
have we!” very amfably. 

‘No, we have no peng sree I return, 
vexedly ; “ but fb fs very notice.” 

* Leila will nob mind that. You don’t seem 
pleased ab the idea of her coming. I thought 
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you would be only too glad of a young com- | that's a story of long ago. Iam a fool to talk | father retired to the library to discuss farm 
** Shall | aboub{t, No, I ehall marry money, when I can | matters. 


pene gays aunt, sweetly reproachfa!. 
put her off! I can write by to-morrow’s post, 


and say you cannc? receive her at present, 1am 
quite sorry I asked her since you'd rather nob 
bave her for you know, sweet pet, I always 


here, 
try and please you as far as lles in my power. I 
ean easily put her off. Shall 1%’ deferringly. 
‘No, aunt, never mind, It fz too lets now, she 


- 


“True, my precious, it can, make uo dilfier- 
ence———” 
" As we must have her some time,” I end for 


This is, I know, an ungracious way of apeal- 
ing of an futending visitor, Gable Had has 
never had the reputation of. being .chorlish, in 
its hospitality ; but Leila Neville fa nob, never 
wat, a favourite of mine. .She fs a step-nlece 
on aunt’s side of the fsmily, consequentig ao 
relation of ours, , She has been. in the habit, for 
some few years pant of paying an aunual visit to 
Gable End, generally in the autumn,.solely from 
aunt’s expross dealre, and If Is, now upon 
ass settled thing, and the ord routine of 
the autumn campaign oot tobe deviated from 
until auch a time aa she either evinces no incilna- 
tion to joln us, or fate eends her a better-half, 

Lella lives in London with a scampish brother 
gamed Richard, whom, , we never | 
the honour of entertaining at Gable End, He 
came down once by his own invitation while Leila 
was with us, and remained three daya ; then he 
departed, and Marling saw him no more. He 
summed up his opinion of our Arcadian village 
in two expressive words, “ beastly slow.” 

Father frotly intimated to aunt after this 
hurried visit t. however much he disliked 
being exclusive, he would rather not receive Mr, 
Richard Neville again. Leila, of course, as aunt's 
protegée, would continue to be welcome, In her 
heart, I believe, Lella never forgave {t. Perhaps 
she had some vague idea that where Michael 
failed Richard would step in. Father's dictum 
k»ocked this idea into the realms of the Impcs- 


sible, 

Ido not like Leila, Candldly, I never can get 
on well with her ; we always ceem antagonistic 
thought and sentiment, .She is so volatile, so 
fickle, taking up a thing most violently, as if her 
existence depended upon that one thing, then 
fropelng It_as oe and suddenly as she 

taken ft ap. Firat, {t wae china painting. 
She was going to make a fortune at that, Last 
it reine to and very Rs ~ did ft, 
to meant fame and money 
both, This year ib will probably be 

else, equally remunerative In theory. Yet, what 
she does is artistically finished, but then {b fails, 
ceases to futerest, and dies sway. Then, again, 
ahe fs so horribly mercenary ; I It is a cave 
of scraping and pinching at home, still she need 

ae be sabe tru ae and I simply ad 
ana ( YY poor, py adore 
money,” she will say, undlegnivedly. When I 
,. as I always do, she laughed, 
shrugged her shoulders, and returned 


t 
T mafotain there {s notbing in this world half as 


nice as money. 

a you were in love witha poor man, 
how then? Would you throw him over for a 
richer one you didn’t care for 1” 

“Certainly!” she answered, with supreme 
uonchalance; ‘if the richer one asked me, I 


ehould. What's the use of su . The only 
man I ever cared ® brass about was 





get it, Sweet, delicious money!” clasping her 
hands, 

I bave often wondered If Lefla possesses a 

If eo, she hidee it succesefully enough. 
She and aunt are immencely attached, . They are 
both .tacticlans, both diplomatiete, both oelikily 
pleasant, . They ect, feel, and sce with the same 
range of wislon, morally. speaking, and I.by the 
side..of them sm, miserably deficient ia savoir 
faire. ang —_ wormed thereto by 
some wantonly outs c on on my part, 
thetl was “deficient in tact.’ 

Possibly she spoke truiy. I am not a female 
Ta J, Lown, end I cannot help. saying 
exactly what. I mean, . Bab father put.a.word in 
for me on this occasion. 

.*‘Galia is.all [wish ber to ba, slater Rachae!,”” 
he sald, quietly. ‘Tack. is sometimes a dan- 
gerous blessing in Inexperienced hauds, I would 
always gather. ashe spoke her thought aloud than 
hid it in her beart,” aud aunt said no more. 

So Leila fs coming to Gable End. Lam nob 
especisily glad; in whad aunt asked my 
advice on the subject. of ber coming Inatead of 
on the. immaterfa! one about. the .calenderlog 
of , our. drawing-room. chintzse,. 1 might pro- 
bably have. objected, almply because she jas 
a me. However, I ronat est my almond 
willy-nilly. . 

- L wonder what Colis will think of Leila, 


i 


CHAPTER VI. 


“J would sing my gong without a burden 
Thou bring’st me ott of tuno,” ’ 


Wen I was s little thing of eleven, father and 
at Sir George Vacher’s one even- 
couree of the dinner olives were 
banded round. Being of sa icquiring tura of 
mind I was on the point of taking one when 
aunt promptly stopped the demestic ov his way 
to my eide, amiably remar that." olives were 
not good for little girls,” and the intended dainty 
passed me by, 

. From. that. moment the. desire. to. taste an 
olive was predomiuant fa my mind—an ail- 
absorblog wish to experience . the ‘‘ acquired 


ee put 16, of the Uttle oblong grey-. 
ib. 


green 

To satisfy this craving. fataer bad a bottle 
sent down from London,.on purpose for me, 
despite sunt’s soft remonatrance, thinking, dou)». 
less, of my digestion, and they were placed in a 
= dish on the table for desgert.. Impatieutly 

I.wade through each course of the dinner on 
that eventful day, smacking my. lps. in anti- 
cipated enjoyment of thereat {n store, for I 
never doubted. for one brisf moment.that they 
would prove in any. wise but enjoyable. 

Ab last came the auspicious moment... I took 
up the oval fruit on the end of @ silver fork, 
looked at it lengthily, smelt it, pub.ft to my lips, 
ea and then finally bit into it—one 
short, sharp nip, 

» My-first sensation was one of atter disgust and 
nausea, Not to be beaten I bit again ; then, 
somehow, the nauseating fisvour seemed to dis- 
appear, leaving. a- nutty taste, nob completely 


—— so I finished it, 
came the knotty. point as to whether I 
Mked or disliked the olive, and, honestly speak. 
ing, I could not determine. I tried » and 
yet agaio on succseding days ; in fact, I finished 
the bottle, and yet I could not even then make 
up my. mind whether the verdict should be 
favourable or unfavourad's. 

Figurasively speaking, I ate an olive this very 
morning, and, like the past venture on the real 
fruit, Iam in the same. predicament ss to. my 

0, . Ib happened Im this wis. Leila 
arrived on Saturday evening as arranged ; Sanday 
ib poured with rain the whole day, consequently 
we none of us went to church, or even ont of the 
house, but spent the hours in—aunt calling over 
the roll of her old don. acquaintances .to 
Leila—Lella giving her all and every informa. 
tion op the fnteresting subject, whilat I lay 
curled up on the sofe with a book. Michael and 


, ton and.J are old friends, 





Monday chose to be fine again, and so direstly 
after breakfast “ella and J, with garden-aprons 
on, and big leather gauntlet gloves to pre- 
serve our hands from scratches, set to gathering 
green gooseberries for Prudence to make some 
jam, all frnit-preserving being her ezpecial labour 
every year. 

Saddenly a shadow fe'! athwart my gooseberry 
bush, I looked up and saw Colin Boughton in 
the act.of yaulting-the low stone wall bounding 
part, of our kitchen-garden, and alighting close 
beside mo, in the midst of the gooseberry 
bushes, 

*“Good-mornizy, Miss Celia,’ he began, 
cheerlJy, balding ouf bis hand for my leather 
cased one..."| How goss the world with you to 
dsy } Whata soaker yoaterdsay was! 1 knew 
you wouldn’t come to church,” 

At.the sound of his voice Leila, who was: 
few yards further on, with her back towards us, 
turned eharply round. 

[ was jast on the point. of introducing them to 
each other, according to the rule.laid down by 
Mcs,. Grandy for the benefit"of the social world, 
when I saw her face change. A. daadly pallor 
awept over [t, from her lips half-opened came a 
nae siching kiad of muttered murmur above her 


Oae word-——‘‘ Oolin 1” 
Ib was as dietinct to my sense of hearing that 
her lips said, thie as though it had come holdly 


|aleud.from ber mouth, Iam as certain she said 


** Colin!” as that the sky! above me, the earth 


«| beneath, that. shall one day die and moulder to 
| arey.duct. There she stood gazing at him like s 


statue, nerveless and silent. 

“ Why, you krow each other?" I said, quickly, 
gianclog firat ap. him, for he seemed silent, too, 
and then back again to her, 

She recovered herself in a second, the colou 
cams. back Into her face, which relapsed {ato 
the apology <f a smile, and with a little gasp 
she stepped forward, and held out her hand to 
hi 


‘* Yee,” she answered, caluly, ‘Mr. Bough- 
The alghb of him ro 
auddenly-—here, toc,.of all places in the world— 
quite took wy.breath. away for the moment. I 
thought. J, beheld. a ghost. Of course we know 
each other, have done for years, Have we not!” 
to him. - 

** Yee, we have certalniy been acquainted some 
few years,” be admitted, and then Laila caught 
him up, and went on almost.gally, looking ab him 
with an odd kind of expression on her face which 
Icould not fathom, —~ 

Did it mean. that she was.g'ad or acrry to sse 
him again? Well, I could not aay. 

‘*Whab an age efocea last we met! Let me 
see, how many years is lp? I almost forget, fs’s 
so long ago; but, then, my memory Is always 
80 bad, except, of. course, upon any very strik- 
fogly fovportant thing. Youre, however, may 
be. better than mine. How long Ieid since we 
last mot. And-——” then she stopped eudconly. 

And what, I mentally wondered. Why not 
have finished her sentencs? What could she 
have left unasid ! 

**T am afraid my. memory is ae bad as yours, 
Miss Neville,” Colla returned, quietly, ‘i am 
a bad band at recoliecting trivial things too ; 
and resily the yesredo fiy past in such rapid 
succession. that } never attempt bo count them. 
Oae meets so mavy different people in one’s datly 
march, through the world that somehow they 
soon slip out.af one’s remembrance from one 
elrcumstance. or another, unless bronght iato 
close and daily contact with them, Don't you 
think so, Mies Celia i” 

“You mustn’h appeal to me;” [ answered, 
carelesaly,. going on picking gooselerries ; ‘‘ I 
do not meet so many people In my day's march 
that I can afford to forget the few I do coma 
across. My memory will be obsifnsic and 
remember them.” 

“* Memory, is a great and excellent gift,’ he 
argued gravely ;. ‘‘ soreetimes it is the very bes 
and sweetest thing to be able to remember ; 
sometimes,” with a tiny pause, “one would 
sooner forget,” 
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Ab 
least I have seldom met with one. It’s only we 
poor women who remember the past,” with her 
usual airy laugh and » Whatever moved 
her a few minutes before passed away, or 
was carefully packed and folded ont of sight by 
now: “but serloualy, Mr, Boughtor, sos oe 
we bave met once more, though we neither of us 
seem to have very good memories on the subject, 
Who would have imagined we should have come 
across each other like this! The world must be 
very small after all, surely.” 

“Yes! slmost too smal’,” he assented, but 
whether there was any invidious sense attached 
to his assent, I know not, though I looked hard 
at him to discover if he spoke satirically, or in 
perfect good falth ; while Leila returned to her 
tack of gooseberry-picking with ardour. 

Mind you, Lsila never does do things. by 
halves. She would cat off your head, or pick up 
rotten apples with «qual proumptitude and vigour, 
darn a stocking or decaplitate an earwig with 
parallel dispatch. 

** Let me be useful and help,” said Colin, 
seeing us both busy, and not inclined to waste 


“Tf you wish,” I returned, with mild ac- 
quiescence ; “‘ you mustn’t gather them smalier 
than this,” showing him one as sample of size, 
“because Prudence ssye there is not enough 
juice io the little woody ones.” 

I spoke quite calmly and dispasslonately, 
if it were a natural sequence of events that 
should make himself of some use, for, see ycu, 
had already taken the first nip of that figurative 
—_ and I wae not at al] svre I appreciated the 

vour, 

I might err, no doubt, probably did so, but 
chere seemed to me behind this recog- 
nition between Leila and Colin—something 
strained and unreal—a forced expression of 
amity, which penetrated my understanding, in 
a moody kind of way, and left behind ft a sense 
of something disappointing, a want of ness 
that it should be so on part, wi I felt 
angry with myself for e cing. What could 
it matter to me whether they med once, 
twice, or a hundred times before now!—and yet 
I did not like it. 

(Zo be continued.) 
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A DIAMOND PIN. 


. —_ ii 


Drxaz Grey sat alone in her colitary room in 
the rambling old house of which It was a frac- 
tional part, The snows of more than seventy 
winters had whitened the head of this lonely and 
friondless old spinster. The room she occupled, 
though poor and uninviting enough, Heaven 
knows, was a curiosity in itself. 

Within, in spite of her present poverty and 
neglect, were to be found, in the motley array of 
odde and ends, the unmistakable evidences of 
better days. 

There was an avtique chest of drawers, aadly In 
want of varnish, but which must have cost 8 goodly 
sum of money—and must have been two hundred 
years old at least. 

In one corner of the room, which was scrupu- 
lously clean, stood one of the old century clocks, 
talland prim in ita antique sppearance as the 
ancient proprietress herself. It was faded like 
herself, though time had dealt leniently by her, 
for she bad listened to ita never-ending ticks since 
the earliest recollections of her infancy, 

A light-stand and table of almost equal anii- 
culty, and chairs with straight, bigh-posted backs, 
of the same perfod, each occupied its respective 
place. 

The fireplace was of an antiqup pattern ; her 
bed—the counterpane of which was spotlessly white 
though darned and patched in many places-—wasan 
antiquated, high-posted French affair, dating to 
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gradually going on for years, andin her most 
at its best, bat a 
of poorer and less 


genteel er oe looked upon the forlorn and 
withered old lady as quite an aristocrat. 
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nimb! 3 till now ft 
that {o was with the greatest 
could keep the gaunt wolf, 
oor, 
t, and fue), and suitable clothing 
poor old bones at the approach of winter, 
there was little of her mesgre earnings left for 
other wante and ay oe 
Fora watter of five years she had occupied 
this same room, and as often as Christmas had 
come round she had gladdened the hearts of all 
the children In the crazy old tenement-house 
with some trifling present, till the little folks had 
all grown to expect it, Bab she felt that on the 
coming Chbristmar, which was near at hand, her 
almost empty purse would not admit of the 
customary outlay, and her little friends would be 
doomed to disappointment, and she, poor soul, 
would be uo more disappointed than they. She 
would willingly dispense with all the Llttle 
loxuries she had been accustomed to have at 
Obristmas time for thelr sakes ; bub she had not 
the means left her even for those luxuries, after 
deducting the month’s rent from her slender 
hoard, What, with her Inability and her bene- 
volent desires, the poor old creature had never 
been more sorely tried by any trivial circumstance 
— whole course of her long and uneventful 


In the midet of her busy bub disagreeable re- 
flections upon thie trying point, a happy b 
or device suddenly recurred to the anxious 
of Aunt Dinah, and ashe hurried to the antique 
little light stand, of curly maple, and nervously 
pulled out the drawers, 

She eagerly searched ip one corner, and present] 
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y 
drew out a small paper Tt contained thread, | 


buttons, pins, needles, and other miscellaneous 





Dinab, a little nervously, ‘‘ My father gave {ft to 
me when I was a girl He found it one day 
somewhere abroad. He wasa sea captain, and 
salled away more than fifty years sgo, bub hes 
never aince returned.” 

“Do you know what {t ish wort?” demanded 
the crafty Israelite, glancing keenly into his env- 
tomer’s eyes. 


"They say it is gold~-good gold, too,” she re- 


riled, & courage. 
' Yes, it is goob goldt—very goot goldt,’’ he - 


enawered, heal » “How much gou aske, 
now, for ze pin, eh } 

"J don't know what ft fs worth,” she replied. 
**T thought you would know, and might give me 
something near ite value for old gold. It is very 
a. ee worth a pound 
at least.’ 

"Now I wants to be honest and goot,” said 
the Jew, with a cunning leer, “ and so I makes 
you a liberal offer, pecause I ar? ah not 
ao < ere ga for ze 
P ” 

A well-dressed gentleman, who had stepped in 
& moment before Dinah, for the purpose of 

icing something exhibited in the window, had 
| meen interested listener to the foregoing con- 
versation. : 

‘* Let me look at the pin, please,” he sald, 
quietly etepping between them. 

With some reluctance, and an air of visible 
anxiety, the Jew handed {t ovor bo the stranger. 
He examined it attentively for some seconds 
without speaking, and at length eald,— 

"I think I can do better by you myzelf, old 
lady, than our Shylock here i disposed to do, 
will give you a hundred ds, ab my own risk, 
for that centre stone alone; but I wonld advise 
you not to take It withous making farther {n- 
guiry. In my opinion it is a diamond of the 
very purest water, and if.it fe, ft might be worth 
five times that sura.” 

" Are you making jest of 3 poor old woman like 
me!" questioned Dinah, while mingled tears of 
hope and doubt gathered fn ber eyes, 

** Moat assuredly not,” sald the stranger, earn- 
estly, “and if you will leave hop of this 
man, who knows the real value of these things 


: 


for your pro- 
perty.” 

'* If you knows when you {sb wall off, old lady, 
you woe this pickpocket!” cried the Jew, 


angry isappolnted. 
' Silence! ion old skinflint,” exclaimed the 


my cane upon your worthless carcase : 
“No you vont. I tefies you to do sab dings |” 
"Ont apon you!" shouted the stranger, im- 
patiently, ab the same time raising his cae 


what particular period of time was uncertain; a“ trifies, out of the chaos of which she fished up a | threateningly. " Thirty shillings for a cluster of 





eneres 3 Ik 
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pure diamonds! Come, old lady, shall I order a 
on tosh corse Lac wre maps wi ly through 
survey: stranger cautiously ug 
her spectacles, and from her long experience of 
human nature, she was satisfied that he meant 
ber kindly. She therefore accepted his proposal 
gratefully, and the two started together for the 


cab, 

“ Mine Got! I no lets you go so!” cried the 
few, in an agony of suspense, “I takes ze plo 
and give £200. What you say!” 

“ Payno attention to him | sald the stranger, 
{opatiently, taking Dinah by the arm. 

“He's a scoundrel! He robs you in a 
minute!” cried the Jew, frantically. ‘“ You 

you Seas now, and takes £225--I ane it to 
ne of Abraham! won’t you no take so 


mh a last words that Dioab Grey 
heard, for the stranger hurried her away. 

A cab was hailed at the nexb crossing, and 
Aunt Dinah was assisted In, the stranger taking 
a seat beside her, In a few minutes they were 
set down at the door of the diamond merchants. 
They found Mr. Silverton, the janitor partuer, 
within. At the suggestion of the stranger, he 
examined the pin carefully, with a view to pur- 


‘Mr. Jewell ls ont,” he said, after a pause; 
f ‘but I will take the responstbiltty mysclf of pw- 
you £225 for the centre diamond, and £50 
each for the cluster—there are sixteen of them 
“— Dinah fairly gasped for breath t 
ant Dina for breath, so grea 
was ber astonishment. 
“* Make it £1,000,” sald the stranger, "and we 
will consider [t's bargain.” 
“Very well, I will on eA yee for tha 
amount. What name / 


‘Dinah G: 
pen, and Aunt Dinah 
beld in her hand the cbeety of o mahal for- 
tune. 

“And now,” sald the stranger, smiling, as 
they stepped forth again to the street, “ you will 
waut to make a eafe and profitable investment of 
this money, Leb me assist you still further, and 
take you to » good bank, where they will pay 
you four per cent, Interest.” 

“Oh, how can I thank you for your kindness 
to a forlorn old sreatare like me!” cried Aunt 
Dinah, while teers of gratitads fsirly gushed 
from her eyes. ‘‘if I could ever hope to repay 
you for your trouble.” 

“Ob, never yon mind that, old lady. The 
trouble is nothiog,” sald the s , emiling. 

He handed her into the cab, shortly after 
were at the bank. The stranger made 
known her desires, and in a few minutes she held 
in her withered hand a bank-book, fn which was 
credited to her account opon Interest £950, she 
having reserved for her immediate use the re- 

. They again entered the cab, and 
to the rove old tenement-house, 
Hore the Kindly stea ger took his leave of ber, 


Sa > bn Ape manner of prosperi 
“ Hold 1" crfed Dinab, 1 ae 


pom away, “won't you please tell me your 
ad air, before you go?” 
“The etrauger smiled, pleasantly. 
“*Let me see,” sald he. ‘To-morrow is 
Obristmss Day. You may call me Santa C'aus, 
if you like,” and he went away laughing. 


§ 








Smoxkmc wes condemned in the early part. of 
the seventeenth a the Russian Govern- 
In some cases the 
noses of emokers were cutoff. In Turkey, under 
— IV., about 1630, the punishment for 
ion off Sich the tndiguity’ of having. thalt piped 
ov t' & pe 
thrust through their noses. 7 
ArrTer « long and patient struggle the women 
physicians {on Russia have secured a degree 
‘ placing them upon an equality, both socially and 
pesenliy, with the the male physicians in the empire. 
poaitions will be open to them eqaally 





will be entitled to 
after the required length of ndin, and this 


whether or not they are married, 


OPALS AND DIAMONDS 


Oi 
CHAPTER XXX. 

Drorrina her baby on to a chalr, deaf for the 
first time since his birth to his little feeble cries, 
Lady amp ee wrenched open the door, shrieking 
toadl for Peyton. 

tiver! your master! Peyton! Heip! 
help ! He wili drown himself |” and not walting 
to aee if they followed, she tore through the 
window, and ran swiftly after the retreating form 
of her busband. 

Fortuaately Peyton wes in the hall, and heard 
her cries. He bad been on the watch, having 
noticed that his master was rather peculiar of 
tate, and calling to the footmen and butler, he 
jotoed in the race for life or death. 

The aye se ge gh ponte yh sad was 
some way ahead, but Maggie to super: 
boman eff »rts by her d va tees ron fleetly as 
a fawn, her littlo feet ake hardly to touch the 
ground, 

Oa they went—on, on. Through the gardens, 
across the park, scaring the deer and the timid 
rabbits in their mad flight ; over the woodland, 
down the meadows, to the river, that sparkled 
along, looking like molten silver ia the beams of 
the newly-risen moon. 

Benctelen every muscle, panting, breathlesa, ehe 
flew on, keeping ber eyes fixed on the dark gure 
fi before, closely followed by Peyton, who, to 

own great astonishment, was unable to out- 
atrip the wretched wife, who tore along with such 
frenzied energy. 

** Save him—save him |” she screamed, as the 
lunatic, reachiog the banks, went headlong !n 
with a loud epiash, seeking to cool his fevered 
brain fn the fey water. 

Without a word the valet flung off his coat 
and dashed In after him, striking out fo the 
direction of S'r Lionel, who, though a good 
swimmer, made no effort to save himeelf, and 
went down with the stream, which was running 
rapidly. 

‘Can't you he’p—can’t you do somethiog t” 
implored Maggie, wringing her hands at the other 
servaata who bad come up. 

" Yes, my lady, certaloly,” rejoined the butler, 
who, even in that supreme moment, though 
rather out of breath, spoke with his ueual pompous 
and deferential manner. “ James, you are a good 
swimmer. ©» In the boat with William. Row 
after them, and look sharp.” 

In leas then no time the men were in the boat, 
mocred to the banks, aud rowing rspidly afcer 
Peyton, who had just come up with the fugitive, 
who fought dezperately, and tried to drown his 
would-be rescuer, ss well as himself. 

“Hit him—hit ” cried James, aa he pre- 
= to plunge fa, “or he'll pull you down.” 

Bat Peyton was powerless, and somewhat ex- 
hausted after his long run and the desperate 
struggle he had @ through, which had ended 
in the Baronet c ig his arms tightly round 
him, and he wculd inevitably have been drowned 
but for the timely assistance of the footman, who, 
clenching his fist, dealt the madman a blow which 
stunned and made him release his grip, and 

jog ths insensible form with his arm he 
struck out for a shore, leaving Peyton to be 
assleted by Willlam, 

Lvdy Molyneux had ran slong the bank, and 
was waiting with terrible dresd at her heart, for 
the reeult of the struggle. She thought he was 
dead when she saw him lying at her feet, pale, 
cold, motionlees ; and with a low moan she dropped 
on her knees beside him, plilowing the heavy 
head on her brerst. 

“Don’t — don’c--take—on--so, my lady,’ 
gasped eyton, bebween his pants for breath. 

‘Sir Lionel is not dead.” 

“Not dead, Oh! Thank Heaven |” she cried. 

‘ No, only stunned, insensible." 

What can wedo! Where can we take hi ! 
He must be seen to at once!” 

“ Yes, my = or If te will—allow me—I— 


should—uggest the Dower House, It—is only 
—a bundred yards away.” 
For a moment Maggie shuddered, but then 


giving 2 gesture ~f consaat, the servants fetched 
@ bardle, and Jayiog their master’s Insenefble body 
oult, they marched off slowly to the Rest, while 
Peyton eet fora minate with bis head buried fo 
bis hands, to collect his scattered senses ere he 
staggered up to the Hall to send a messenger to 
Wingfield to fetch the family doctor, Mr. Baln- 


ge. 

Nance answered the firsb clang of the bell, and 
at the sound of Lady Molyneux’s volce threw 
wide the heavy door, gszing at the men as they 
tramped In with their burden, with keen curiosity 
in her sunken eyes. 

**Wha's doln’!” she inquired, with a wag of 
the head and a flop of the cap frills. 

“Yonr master hac met with an accident,” 
replied her youvg mistress, quietly, for she had 
recovered her and self-poesession ; for 
her the worst was over, the bitternoas of death 
past. '* Light a fire romediately in the guv-room, 
and another {mn one of the bedrooms, The—the 
one asvaily occupied.” 

“And In te padded room, mem ?” asked the 
a with a queer look on her wrinkled 


“ You—yes,” assented Maggle, pressing her 
hand to her breast, as though to ecppress some 
sharp pain, for she knew that the padded room 
would be wanted, and Nance hurried off to do 
her bidding, muttering, — 

* Ah, te bonnie Ind die, sae’t has come. He has 
crassed te thrassel o” Molynenx's Rest, an’ ‘twill 
be his hame for mony a lang day.” 

Silently the men carried the Baronet up to the 
bedroom and placed him on a couch, by the 
| blazing fire Dame Twirton had lighted, 

They were nearly all natives of Wing ‘eld and 
Tnochfeld, and well understood what had made 
Sir Lionel attempd to destroy himself. 

* Can we do anything, my lady!” asked the 

grey-headed butler, with a glance of deop sym- 
oie at his mistress, 

“Yes, Get your master to bed as quickly as 
possible, and one of you go off at once to the Hall 
and bring Mr. Clinton down, and tell nurse to 
look after Master Jack well, as { chal! not return 
there to-night.” 

“ Yes, my lady.” 

Aad then Maggie, faint and weary, went to 
the gun-room, and dropping Inte a chair, sat 
there with ber hands clasped over her eyes, wait- 
{og for some one to arrive. 

“Dear Lady Molyneux, Iam so grieved—so 
horrified. I cannot tell you what I feel.” 

It was young Olfuton’s volce that broke the 
apell of silence, aud she looked up at him with 
tear drenched eyer, and he gazed at ber with o 
world of pity {no ble blae orbs, She looked eo 
wan—so white—so unutterably wretched, her 
costly dress, emirched and stained by contact 
with the damp grasses and moist earth; ber 
lovely hair tossed and tumbled, haif-loozened and 
streaming over her shoulders, her ilps quivering 
piteously. He would have given all he powsessed 
to be able to comfort thls woman, whom he 
reapected and admired eo much. 

"Yes, it fs horribie,” she seid at last, choking 
back her sobs, ‘‘and I am all alone. If only 
rome of them were here.” 

“Can I help you!” he sald, eagerly. “ if 
there is anything I can do pray command me; [ 
am at your service.” 

"Thenks,” she answered. ‘*I—I want some 
telegrams sent. a6 to Kunice—one to Maud.” 

** Yes. I will go over to Inchfeld, sad send 
them the first thing fn the morning ; the office 
is shut now,” 

6 You—you—know—what to sy! " phe fal. 
tered. “ My bueband {s ~mad!" 
" Yes, yes,” he said sonia 

yourself.” 

** Ah! there fs the doctor,” she exclaimed, as 
the sound of wheels wae heard on the gravel 
path beneath. 

“ Yes ; shall I como with you to see him?” 

"No, thanks, I would rather be alone,” 
aegis Will he recover ?" she seked, a: she stood by 
her husband's bed a minute later 

“In what way do you mean'” asked Mr, 
Bainbridge, avoiding her eyes, ae he forced some 
brandy between his patient's teeth. 

“ He—he—will—not—die—-now }”’ 


** Don's distress 
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“No,” he replied, ‘‘he will not die now, But 
tell me how it kappened—all aboutit?’’ he added, 
abruptly. 

“No, he will not die,” he repeated, when 
Lady Molyneux had finfehed her recital; “ but 
it would be useless to try and conceal from you 
the facb that your husband has lost his reason,” 

“I know,” she answered, with stony calm- 
nes, “ Will he ever regain it?” 

“That I cannot say at present; time alone 
will show, He may with great care and proper 
treatment.” 

* What am Ito do} she seked, despairingly. 
"You must advise me, doctor.” 

“OF course I will, dear lady,” be rejoined, 
soothingly. “The best thing will be to leave 
Sir Lionel here, as he may be subject to fits of 
frenzy. Peyton will attend him, and we must 
have a resident doctor here, licensed, vc,, to make 
all things correct and legal, ae they were in Sir 
Robert’e time, Some old man past his work will 
ba glad enough to accept the post, for the sake of 
a home and a small ealary ; I will call on him 
dally, We will bave the best advice from 
Londor, eo you must keep up for his sake and 
that of your child, amd do not give way to dismal 
forebodings.” 

*' Yeu~—yos, just ao!” she agread. 

‘There, he is coming round now,’’ continued 
Mc. Bainbridge, as the patlent opened his eyer, 
and looked sbout, commencing to mutter and 
babble to himself in » way which tortured the 
heart of the wretched woman who stood by bis 
side the whole night through listening to hie 
frenzied wanderings, 

“Deady Molyneux, you will kill. yourself,” 
expostulated Ciinton, as he entered the bedroom 
on his return from Inchfeld, after sending the 
telegrams, ‘' Not a minate’s sleep have you had, 
or a mouthfal of food, and that dress you are 
wearing Is unfitted for your occupation as sick 
nurse, I have taken the iiberty of ordering your 
carriage to come here; it is waiting now. Let 
ms beg of yon to go home for a timo, and get 
some rest and nourishment!” 

At first she refused to leave the gibberin 
rmaaniac, who fized his wild eyes on her with su 
an awful glare; but when she was told that little 
Jack bad been asking for her the mother-love 
triumphed, and she allowed herself to be wrepped 
fn the warm cloak Clinton brought, and drove 
back with bim, catching the child in her arms 
whon he toddled out to meed her, and covering 
hie tiny face with tears and kisees, having bim 
in the room with her while she took off her 
evening dress and put on a warm cloth one, and 
sipped the hot refreshing coffee which Brenshaw 
brought 

Yet she was too restless to stay lung, and 
after giving her maid directions to send several 
things down to the Rest, and etrict injunctions 
‘to be careful about Jack, she’ went back to her 
post by her husband’s bed. 

Three days later Eunice and the Comte 
arrived, accompanied, to Maggle’s great astonfeh- 
ment, by the dowager, who looked dreadfully ill 
and quite heartbroken; for after all her care, 
all her agony of mind, the son she loved so dearly 
had fallen a victim to the hereditary malady of 
his family, and her anguish and trouble had been 
in vain. ; 

This ia asad affair,” sald the “omtesse, as 
she stood In the gun-room talking to her eleter- 
in-law, 

Terrible i” acquiesced Maggie, wringlog her 
thin, white hands, 

“What bruvght it about? Mr, Balnbridge 
says from his ravings that it was the resuls of 
some shock,” 

* Yes ; he became aware that there ‘was mad- 
nes {n the faraily.” ; 

“Ah!” ejaculated Sanice. ‘‘ Who told him 
that?” 

‘ Mr, O'Hara.” 

And then Maggie told what she knew, for cld 
Nance had confessed her /ése majesté, had re- 
counted how Terence brought the Baronet taghe 
Rest during her absence, and her belief the he 
had tried to drive him mad. : 

The crons told the tale with many tears and 
soba, and bitter regreta that after sixty years’ 
service she should be the one to indirectly cauece 





the curse to fall on her young master’s head, and 
had begged "s forgivenets with vehement 
earnestness, vowlog never to touch another drop 
of whiskey; and she wae forgiven, for Maggie 
knew that Nance was no match for the maa who 
had vowed vengeance against Sir Lionel, and had 
pitted his strength against hers. 

“The wretch!” commented the Comtesse, 
when the story was finished. ‘‘ He will have 
ample revenge. Not only will my brother be a 
Junatic, but the shock and fatigue of the journey 
will kill mother,” 

And she was right. In less than a month the 
Dowager Lady Molyneox was laid to rest in the 
family vault In Wingfield churchyard, The 
violence of her grief wore out her enfeebled 
frame ; the revelation of the secret she had kept 
so lovg killed the anhappy mother 

Eunice stayed over Christmas at the Hall, and 
then, seeing she could do no good, for the un- 
fortunate raan who had lost bis reagon, she went 
back to France, leaving to bear her grief 
alone, with great reluctance {1 must be acknow- 
ledged ; but as ehe expected shortly to be « 
mother she had no alternative, and as the grief 
she had recently gone through had tried her 
somewhat, the Comte was anszious to get her to 
her sunny southern home, 





CHAPTER XXXL 
LITTLE JACK. 


Tue time passed wearlly enough to the seauti- 
ful chatelaine of Molyneux Hall after the de- 
parture of her guests, Dally she went to the 
Dower House and spent several houre with her 
husband, who never took the slightest notice of 
her, beyond sayiog when she came In, " Good 
morning, lady, pretty lady,” after which he 
would relapse into the moody silence habitual to 
him. Still she wonld sit there with him, singing 
in a low volce, or reading, doubting if he even 


heard, except in a dull faraway manuer, yet fee!- | 


ing it her duty. 

The only pleasure In her dreary life was little 
Jack. He grown such a sweet winsome 
child, his {innocent prattle seemed to soothe the 
wounded, sorely-tried heart, Bai alas! even 
this consolation was taken from her. 

In the summer an epidemic broke ont in the 
village, & sort of low fever which proved fatal to 
young children, and Hitle Jack caught it. One 
evening, on her rebarn from the Dower House, 
she saw he looked flushed, as she bent over his 
cot, and taking fright she sent cif for Bain- 
bridge. 

Eagerly she scanned his face as he looked at 
the tlay patient, 

‘*What {fs I, doctor?’’ she asked, scarcely 
above a whisper. 

The fever, Lady Molyneux.” 

“Ta—t{s there danger?’’ Her ashy Ifp2 could 
hardly forra the words, 

" ‘danger, It is almost always fatal to 
children under five.” 

"Ob, Heaven 1"’ With a moan the wretched 
raother sank on her knees, and prayed that her 
child might be spared, her one lamb, weeping 
bitterly—-those deep convulsive sobs that are 
wrung only from « breaking heart. 

Bat her prayers were in vain. Before many 
moons waxed and waned Httle Jack breathed his 
last, and lay fn his cot beautifal, white, serenely 
quiet, asleep for ever more—hie woxen fingers 
clasped on the still breast thet would never sgain 
pulse and throb with life and motion, 

Bs had gone to Heaven to be one of God's 
angels, When Maggie saw him lyiog ao stil! che 
gave a great cry, and then the avguish of her 
heart seemed to kill her. A faintness like death 
stole over her, a deadly langour. The cot, the 
room, the servants thronging round her all faded 
from view ; a darkness surrounded her, and she 
feli eeneeless across the body of her child, 

Brals fever rendered Maggle fnsensible to her 
enffarings for many weeks, but when she re- 
covered her senses her agopy and regret made 
lite anbearable. She longed to die in those sad, 
dreary days, yet the shadow of death never 
came near her, She knew the “burden of long 


living” with ** days was clothed and 
fed.” Her life a blank, Sometimes she 
could not bear the pain of her thoughts, and 
would pace restlessly up and down the moss- 
grown terraces of her palatial home, accompanied 
by her faithful friend and companion, Rafus, 
who would follow close at his mistrese’s heele— 
up and down, up and down, to and fro, to and 
fro, in the restless promenade, . One evebing 
towarde the end of September, she was 

the sun go down fn regal splendour; the star 
night tremble apon the last crimson cloud, and 
stopplug her restless pacing, ahe leant on the 
balustrade, gazing out at the hazy outline of the 
distant mountains, over whose tal) summits the 
golden stare were beginning to blink their 

eyes. '‘ The day was done, and the darkness 
from the wings of night.” 

‘*Rafus, Rufus, I am very sad, very lonely,” 
sald the worse than widowed woman, with » 
heavy sigh, stooping to caress the black rouzzle 
of the faithful animal sitting at her feet. “” My 
life {s wretched, my hopes wrecked.” 

" Aw they ought to be,” Interrupted a voice 
beside her, and tu with a siart she found 
herself face to face with O'Hara. 

She shuddered as she met the blaze of those 
cruel blue eyes, as though the warmth of the 
balmy wind bad turned chill and cold and shrank 
back from him. 

| tell you once again, as 1 told you ago, 
you have your deserts,” he went on in pg Bd 

‘ deeds, for 


} tone. “There are some crimes—some 


which there Is no name—the crime of murdering 
a man’s soul, wrecking bis eweetest aspirations ; 
cruabing and beating down, till ft lfes prone fn the 
ralre, all that fs good and true in him; rulniog, 
almost at its outeed, an existence that b have 
been an honourable, useful one, turning the sweet 
well springs of life into a bitter gnawing polson ; 
killing what is best, the mfnd and Intellect, 
leaving the fettered body to drag out its miser- 
able existence, 

‘This was your crime, and no punishment 
is too heavy, too much for you to receive 
ae payment, Your ladyship is lonely—so 
am i; your ladyship fz s2d—so am I ; your lady- 
ship has no Interest in iife—neither have I. 

“The wreck of my life was your dolpg, the 
wreck of yours mine. I ewore to do it. Your 
husband, the man you deserted me for, ls a hope- 
less lunatic, and your child, your cherished only 
one, is dead.” 

Spare me, epare me!” she cried, stretching 
out her hands entreatingly; "you have teken 
your revenge, and [t bas been an ample one. Can 


you nob leave me In peace now, peace as I 
can hope to have in thle world }” 

iki No,” 

“ Have you not one vulnerable spot in ‘hab 


callous heart—one grain of pity in that heap of 
iniquity within you /'’ 

“Not a spot—not a grain,” he answered 
craeily, ‘ You took care to leave me none, I 
am pitiless, I swore to have revenge, I have 
badit, [exalt in my triumph, in your defeat,” 
and Terence O'Hara turned and strode away 
through the darkness of the autumn night, leav- 
ing the woman he had loved so madiy alone with 
her great despair. 

‘* What can niake him so unforgiving—so piii- 
less !” she rxourraured, when he was lost to sight 
in the gathering gloom. “ How I fear and dread 
him. Ob! if Icould only go to some place on 
earth whera I would be safe from his bitter re- 

—his crael persecution.” 

But she could not—she could not leave Sir 
Lionel—and she remained at the Hal) In dally 
dread of another vielu from her enemy. It be- 
came & madnese of terror to her at last—-thie 
fear he would return to persecute her, 

She thought she would lose her reason, aud 
would probably have done eo, only that one 
vaorning she received a letter from Maud, saying 
that Major Cilnton had left the pe lt = — 
they were to England, and wo! t 
Sea ban dupa oer tie Sates 


Words can bardly paint je’s joy and re- 


| lief when her sister and brother-in-law arrived 
and established themselves at the Hall. 








felt safe and calmed, no longec lonely and 
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oo eam 
sad. She relied on ber clever afster, and hoped 
great things from her advent. 

Kf ome ou bave changed!" remarked Mand, 
the m g after her arrival, lookfog at her 
slater with critical eyes. 

“Changed! Do you wonder after what I 
have through ?" asked Lady Mclyneuz with 
s lbtle hysterical sob. 


“No, I don’t wonder. I am only surprised 
that you have not altered more, But we must 
try and bring the roses back to your cheeks, and 
the light to your eyes.” 

**E am afraid that is not possible,” with asad 
shake of the kead. 

‘Why not?” 

" All the joy has gone ont of my life, and 
= the reed ~e of my face.” 

“We 6 the joy back.’ 

wed don'e 1 think you cme 

“Teshall try. Ofcourse, I can’t bring little 
Jack back to life ''—even Mand’s voice hada tremor 
in it as she spoke of the child—"‘ bnt I shall do 
all I can to restore Lionel’s'reason.” 

"Do you think there Isany hops!” asked his 
wife, with a sudden fiash of happiness lighting 
up her wan face, 

“ Certainly Ido. Don’t you think there is, 
“Ciifford $” she continued, addressing her hus- 
band who sat near. 

“Yes, my love,” answered the Major, rising 
and coming over to them. ‘'I think If we have 
good advice that something might be done to- 
wards restoring his sanity,” 

The bright light from the window feli fall on 
his face as be spoke, and Maggie wondered at the 
lines of pain that were graven round the hand- 
some mouth, the look of sorrow In the once sunny 
eyes, Yet she would not have wondered? had she 
known all. 

The Major had come back from India, covered 
with glory snd medals, but lacklug the one thing 
that would have made his life worth living—the 
love of the woman who waa his wife. He had 
fatled to touch the cold heart of the woman he 
adored, failed to win her affections, and there 
waa @ great horrible vold In bis aching heart—.a 
want—which left his exfetence barren. She was 
a model wife, and was scrupulously careful to 
attend to all his wante—obey all his wishezs—bat 
she was ice to his fire—cold os the snow on 
mountain tops—as the water {n deep welle. 

Wer cheek never flashed under the touch of 
his lips, her eyes never brightened and shone at 
his approach, and she never offered 
little tender attentions that are so pleasing to 
men from the women they love. She didn’t want 
them herself, and che couldn’t understand why 
he should, She had no craving to feel hfs arms 
about her, or hia head on her shoulder, or his 
kisses on her lips, She was cold, hard, 
practical, and thought {ft arrant folly to 
indulge in sentiment and softness. In fact, 
she rather objected to her husband doing so, and 
she would exclaim when ha kissed her fondly, 
* Really, Ciifiord, I wish you could abstain from 
embracing me. You ruffle my hair, and toss my 
laces, Love me without beiug demonstrative, 
pray,” and he would turn white, and leave her 
side Immediately, not wishing to press his atten- 
tlons where they were not wanted, though the 
woman to whom he offered them did belong to 
him, and the palned look would deepen in his 
honest blue eyes. 

* Bat I have had all the great men down from 
London, and they give little hops,” remarked 
Lady Molyneux, wistfully, after a pause. 

‘© When was that?” demanded Mrs. Clinton. 
** Lately 3” 

“No, when he wae first taken {11.” 

" Who has seen him during the last year” 

**No one but Bainbridge.” 

“And have you noticed any difference In his 
manner?” 


“He ts quieter, that fs all.” 
“That may bea good sign, I should advise 
you to send for this Australian doctor Henniker, 


jet fs sald to be wonderfally clever in cases of 


“TI will do so at once,” responded Maggie, 
golag over to her davenport, and commencing to 
write. “ Give me his address.” 


“There,” she continued, a few minutes later, 





him those’ 


**T have asked him to come down to-morrow, or 
aseoon as he can, and I will send James into 
Inchfeid with it to catch the post.” 

“That fa right,” commended Mand, spprov- 
ingly. 

“de may suggest some new treatment that 
will — prove beneficla!.” 

* Heaven grant he may,” said the young wife, 
fervently. ‘It is so bitter to be parted in this 
way from my dear one—to see him there dally, 
and yet be cut off from all intercourse with him, 
all Interchange of thoughts and !deas,"' and she 
sobbed faintly, though the fountain of her tears 
was almost dry; she had wept eo much aince 
her husband lost his reaeon. 

"It rouat, indeed, be terrible for you,’’ re- 
marked the Major, with deep sympathy in his 
tones, for he felt they met there on equal ground 
as he wae as mach cut cf from interchavge of 
thought with his wife as if she had been the 
greatest lanatic under the sun. 

“Tt fe terrible. I don’t know now how I have 
lived through ft, and the lose of my baby, The 
doys seemed so long—so dreary, 

‘I cannot count, they seem so long, 
If months or years have passed since then.’ 


I only know,” she went on, drearily, ‘that I 
wlehed to die.” 

"*You must not wish that now,” he said, 
brightly. ‘ You must be hopefal, and cheery, 
iustead of despondent,”’ 

"Yet it is hard to be cheerfal when one’s 
heart is heavy and end.”’ 

“Of couree,” chimed in Maud, “we are going 
to try, however, to make ft light and joyfal, 
And now I propose that we go and ses the patient, 
What do you say?” 

"Yes, by all means,” responded Maggie, 
promptiy, and the three set ont for the Dower 


House, 

They found Lionel Molyneux fo the gun-room, 
eeated In an easy-chair, with a couple of little 
dogs on his lap, staring at nothing, 

¢ looked up as they came In and remarked, 
* Ah, lady, pretty lady, come to see a poor boy 
egain. Pretty lady, pretty lady.” 

“Yes, I bave come again,’ esid his wife, 
atruggling desperately with ber tears, as she saw 
the pltying look on the others faces, as they 
gazed at the baggard countenance and wild 
eyes of the madmax. “Are you glad to see 
me q ” « 

‘Pretty lady, presiy lady,” was all the re- 
spouse he made to her questfon ; then he seized 
her hand and whispered, ‘‘ Who are they? More 
servants? Why do you bring servante! I don’t 
want them, [hate them, I like angele, suchas those 
who used to walt on me when | was In Heaven, 
and J want you here because you are like them, 
They had hair bright as this,” and he tonched 
the” great knot of gclden threads that was 
gathered at the nape of her neck. 

"They are not servants, Li,” she sald, geutly, 
“ they are friends—old friends, come to see you.” 

" Not angels, not angels,” he seid, shaking his 
head in a melancholy way. ‘'I want angels. 
You are one, aren’t you!” he continued, coaz- 
ingly. 

"Yes, I am one,” ehe acquissced promptly, 
the doctors having told ber tc humour bie strange 
delasions, 

“That's nice,” he deciared, surveying her 
re smiling aspect. “ And you are my angel?” 

ia en,” 


"And you ere not goicg to vanish away, like 
the other ones did?” 

eNa” 

“ You are going to etay with me always?” 

"Yes, always, dear Li,” she answered, with o 
atified sch, throwing her arms round his nock, 
and kissiog him fondly. 
‘There, there, don’t,” he said, with an as- 
sumption of great dignity, pushing her away. 
“You offend me, It isn’t right todo that. The 
other ones didn’t,” and rising he deposited the 
dogs'io the chair, avd walked «fin a great huff 
to the window, where he stood drumming on the 
panes and muttering to himself, 





"Iam very sorry, won't you forgive mei” 
leaded his wife, creeping io his side and laying 
er hand on his arm. 


| “Certainly not,” he replied baughtily, ‘I 
am ashamed of you,” and after aunonncing that 
fact, he turned his back on her, and suled, 

| Fors time che tried to coax him to speak, bat 
j at lash gave it up, and turning to the others, 
| seid, — 

| *'Ih ts no nse ; he won’ speak again for Lou’ ». 
| I think, perhaps, we had better call Peyton sad 
leave,” 

** Won't you stay with him, as he asked you ?"’ 
suggested Maud, 

"T don’t think {» would be any use dolog 
eo,” replied Maggie, “Is is most probable 
that he won’t take the iesst notice of me egain 
to-day.” 

" Does he always ask sou to stay with him?” 

“No, be hae never done so before, thoug’ 
he Invariably fnvites me to come and see him 
again.” 

“T should eay that—that wasa good afgn, shen, 
It looks as though he waz beginning to crave for 
more of your society,” 

© Perhaps it is, What shall Ido? Shall! I stey 
with him?” 

"Well, at Heoniker may come to-morrow, 
it will be better to walt and see what he 
thinks about It. If it ts advisable, you conld, I 
euppore, make arrangements to etsy with him 
always?” : 

"© Yes, of course,” 

The next day, about noon, the Australian 
| doctor arrived at the Hall, drawn thither so soon 
by the golden bait Mazgie had offered, 

After listening to all the detalls of the case 
attentively he drove down to the Dower Honse, 
with Lady Molyneux and her sister, and caw the 
patient 

After some conversation with him, and watch- 
ing him closely, and all the peculiarities of his 
manner for several hourr, his ovinfon was that 
Sir Lionel Molyneus, before masy montha paseed, 
would regain bia reason to a certain extent, and 
might ultimately recover entirsly, if properly 
treated. 

Maggie was almost delirfous with joy when she 
heard the verdics, and laughed and cried as though 
she herself were a mad thing 

“ A great deat depends upon you, Lady Moly- 
neux,” said Honnfker, ‘‘As he fancies your 
society, you must be covatantly with him. Do 
you feel you can make the sacrifice of giving u; 
all society, and devoting yourself entirely te him 
for the next few months?” 

“Oh, yes, yes!” ale sald eagerly, her eycs 
sparkling with s brilliance which had been strange 
to them for many a long month. “ Anything, 
anything, { will do anything that will conduce to 
his recovery. Passing every minute of the day 
with him wil! be no escrifice to me.” 

“That is right. At any minute the dulnes: 
that now clouds his brain may pass awsy and he 
recognise you. ‘The minute he does so take bim 
vp to the Hall, and surround him, as much as 
possible, with the friends and associates he had 
before he lost his reason. At the same time let 
nothing rofl, or disturb the even tenor of hie 
existence, as that would cause a relapse, and if 
any thing or pereon appears to irritate him, led 
them or it be removed from his presence at once, 
Hamonr him in al! things, unless absolutely {m- 
possible; and [ vexnture to say that ere the year 
ig out your husband will be restored to his former 
abate,” 

‘Heaven blese you for that,” she cried, 
aeigiog hic hand and pressing i+ between both 
hers. 

‘©At the same time,” went on the medico 
calmly, ‘I must tell you that it is most Mkely 
his memory, with regard to some matters con- 
nected with the past, will be a blank, and that it 
will be faulty generally. This, however, need not 
Gistrese you, As Sir Lionel is a rich man there 
will be little or uo necessity for him to use his 
brain much, or exert his memory.” 

iT No,” 

** So that everything is favourable to bis uitt- 
mate recovery, and when ke Is able to bear ft, I 
should advise » few years spent In travelling, as 
that will Insure his being kept free from any 
Uttle business worries convected with hie estates,” 

“Yes, doctor, al! your directions shall be 
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followed out to the letter,” ashe sald, as the great 
man took his departure. 

And they were. Maggle took up her abode at 
the Rest, and passed every hour of she day with 
her husband. 

She read to him, sang to him, played to him, 
waiked with him in the quaint old garden around 
the house, and drove with him in her little pony 
phaton, invariably attended by the devoted 
Peyton. By degrees the patient grew more 
talkative, and lost that frritability of manner 
that at first had been so marked inhim. He 
began ‘to take notice of thinzs, and once or 
twice he looked at his wife, and said, dreamily, 
" T’ve seen you somewhere, but I can’s remember 
who you are,” 

“Vm your wife, your Maggie,” she would 
answer, hoping he would recognise her. 

Bat he did not, until one bright May morning 
some six months after Doctor Henniker’s visit, 
and then ae she knelt on a cushion at hie feet, he 
stared st her fa his usual intent fashion, aod re- 
marked, ‘‘ I can’t remember who you are,” 

"Try, Lionel, try,” she cried eagerly, “I am 
Maggie, your wife, try to remember.’’ 

" What, Maggie, is—it—you |” he sald, slowly 
paselog his hand In a bewildered kind of way 
over his brow. 


“ Vou, yes, it is I, your own Maggie,” 

*' Aud where have you been all this while?” he 
demanded, looking at her {ntently, ‘' Why 
haven't you been with me /” 

“Because you have been Ill, dearest,” che 

softly. 

“ An Infectious disease, and they wouldn’t let 
ary come near me for fear of taking !t. Was that 
o%” > 

** That was It, dear.” 

** Bub you won’t leb them part us again, 
wife |” he asked, with a piteous little look round 
the room, to see if there wae anyone there who 
would take her away from him. 

“No, darling,” she said, tenderly, drawing 
the poor weary head down to reat on her bosom. 
‘* No one shall part us agaio,” and then husband 
and wife remained locked in each other’s arme, 
and she breathed a silent prayer of thanks to 
Heaven that he had been restorod to her. 

Maggie lost uo time in carrying out Henniker’s 
directions and removing her huaband to the Hail. 
He recognleed Clinton and Maud and Eunice 
and the Comte, who came over from France on 
receiving the joyful intelligence, and Henrico 
Clifford, who came, bringing bie fair young bride 
with him, but he seemed to have no remembrance 
of those. friends or relatives who had died, or 
were not introduced to his notice, and never in- 
quired after his mother or child, or his sisters- 
in-law, Kate and Laura. 

Little by little he became perfectly rational 
and composed, and when Eaniceand her husband 
returned to France, Maggie and Lionel went with 
them, accompanied by Peyton and Brenshaw, 
while Maud and Major Clinton remained at the 
Hall to manage affsirs in the absence of Ite 
master, and take al! trouble off his shoulders, 

After travelling on the Continent for four 
years Sir Lionel and Lady Molyneux returned to 
thelr home, bringing with them a little star- 
syed, golden-haired girl of three, who was 


strangely like both motber and father, and who | 


was simply idolized by the latter, 


“We must depart now,” said Maud, the day 
after their return, as she and her sister and her 
niece strolled in the rose-garden, enjoying the 
balminess of the summer breeze, as it blew past 
them, laden with the fragrance of the queen of 
flowers. 

** Why must you?” asked Maggie, 

“The rightfal Chatelaine has returned.” 

“ Toat is no reason why you should go, I wish 
you would stay and make this your home always, 
Nothing would please me better,” 

“Thanks, Mag,” replied Mrs, Cilaton, with a 
wonderful amount of warmth for her ; “you are 
very good, but I fancy a place of my own, aud I 
have taken a place too.” 

“ Have you?” 

“Yes. Ose In tke nelghbourhood. Guess 
which ? ” 

“The Rosary.” 





“Yes, You remembered, then, how much I 
used to admire it?” 

‘Yes, You used to go into raptures over ib,” 

“And you will now, lameure. We have had 
the whole place done up In an wsthetic fashion, 
and ft Is lovely, You and Li must come over to- 
morrow and see it.” 

“T should like to very much.” 

" And how is Li now 3 * continued Maud, alter 
a pause, “ Has the travelling done him good?” 

* Yea, I think so,” 

*' Has he recovered his memory with regard to 
matters connected with the past)” 

* No, it is still a blank,” 

‘* Perhaps that Is all the better.” 

**Perhapa sc. The memory of other days 
might disturb him,’’ 

“Yes, and do you think now he will continue 
sane ?"’ 

" T hope so, I pray eo,"’ returned his wife, earn- 
estly. ‘‘I think he will, unless his mind receives 
another shock. But itis not likely that ft will; 
there is nothing to disturb our happiness now.” 

And then there was allence, for Maud was cogi- 

ting how she conld tell Maggle that only that 
morning old Nauce had bustled up to her in a great 
fright, to say that the ‘‘palntin’ laddie” had 
come to the Dower House, and tried to get in, 
and had made {nqu!rles as +> whether the Baro- 
net was there stil) or not, and that ehe had shut 
the door in his face, with a curt,— 

“Shame on ye, mon, gang awa.” 

She paused in her dilemma, and Maggie went 
on, and a turn In the path hid her from view. 

Lady Molyneux was just plucking a great 
creamy rose to give to the child when a ahadow 
fell athwart her, and, looking up, she found 
Terence O Hara before her. 

‘Mr, O Bera i!” she gaeped, shrinking back, 
and presting the child, who clung to her dress at 
the sight of a stranger, convulsively against her. 

Yea, itis I,” he said, looking at her with 
longing eyes, 

** What—what have you come for?” 

“For you,” he said, tenderly, stretching oud 
his hands, and making a step forward. “ I] can- 
not live without you. I have tried to root you 
out from my memory, to drive your lmsge from 
my mind, and I have failed utterly, I am ready 
to sicrifice all earthly considerations for your sake, 
and the sake of the overwhelming passion I bear 
you. I have covjugated the verb s’ennuyer in 
almost every brilliant city of Harope and America, 
yet my travels have failed to make me forget you. 
Come with me, then, and gladden my life, You 
would not jong ago when | asked you, but it is 
different now. Your husband is lost to you, you 
are aa, lonely ; come with me, andI will make 
your——” 

" You are slightly wrong in thinking Lady 
Molyneux fs alone,” broke in Maud’s cold, clear 
tones, stemming the torrent of the fiery passion 
of bis. With « start he turned and looked at the 
tall, stately figure that had appeared euddenly 
beside him. 

“ What do you mean!” he asked, slowly. 

“WhatI say. You are mistaken, My sister 
is surrounded by friends, and fe not ead, but happy 
{pn the love of her husband and child.” 

“Hoaband !” he echoed, with a harsh laugh, 
‘* her husband is a madman!” 

“Ne, belie not. He was, thanks to your vil- 
lafvy, bet he has recovered, and {fs perfectly 
well.” 

* Are you speaking the truth ?” 

“Most certainly Iam, Ask snyoue in the 
county.” 

“ And—and—that child {” be demanded, look- 
ing at little Eunics for the first time. ‘ Whose 
is 10” 

'* Maggie's and Sir Lionel’s.” 

“'Tnep you are happy ?” he said, in a hollow 


hone. 
"Yes, she ls vary. happy,’ responded Maud, 


y- 

“You are happy }” he repeated, looking at the 
woman he loved with a queer light in his eyes, 

** Yes,” she faltered, ‘I am very happy—very 
contented.” 

*§ So you eee there is nothing for you to do but 
to go,” eald Mre, Cifaton, with triumph in her 
voice. ' You will gain little by molesting us.” 
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"Trne,” hesgreed. ‘‘I shall not molest you, 
or intrude on you. You will never see me again,” 
and he turned and strode madly away, mutter- 
ing,— 


" With ruin behind me, and darkness before, 
I have nothing to look for, or long for—but death.” 


“ Maud, do you think he will come back?” 
queried her sister, with a shiver of horror, 

‘'No, no, don’t distress yourself. I think he 
hae goue for good, and here come Clifford and Lt, 
Don’t let them see your agitation.” 

And calming herself with a great effort, Lady 
Molyneux went forward to meet her husband, 
and taking the arm he offered, leant on [:, and 
went up to the old Hall which was her home be- 
tween the two beings she loved bestia all the 
world—her husband and child. 


* > * * yn 


The next moraing, the heed gam keeper, going 
from his cottage to the Hall to consnlt the 
Baronet on some mattsra counecte) with the 
young pheasant, found a man lying uuder Stret- 
ton’s oak, with the top of his head shot away, and 
@ pistol grasped in his hand that told its own 

of desperate madness, baiked presion, loath- 
ing of life, and shamefo! self-sought death, while 
near at grazed a thoroughbred bay, nibbling 
at thesweet dewy grasses, while he waiied tofeel the 
pressure of that master’s knees, who would ne'er 
again monnt him. 

They never told Maggie how the [li-starred 
lover of her youth died. She was under the im- 
pression that he had fallen from his horse and 
broken his neck, She had suffered so much, they 
did not wish to distarb, by such painful news, 
the serene joy which was here at last, after years 
of sorrow and soul-crushing arguteh, And so 
we will leave her, happy fn the love of an adoring 
husband, and the clinging affection of her little 
ebild, purified and eunobled by her trials and 
troubles, and blessed with all the good gifts a 
kind Fate can bestow, 


[THR BEND } 
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FPACETIA. 


‘Way do you regard her as euch a remarkable 
woman?” ‘‘She doesn’t think she could handle 
her husband’s business better than he does,” 

“THat dog of mine le a postical car. When 
he howls at the moon it sounds as ifhe were 
making rhymes.” ‘' Doggerel, I suppose.” 

‘‘ Tuey say that famous marine artist was once 
@ plain farmer's boy. I wonder how he develope* 
his talent?” “ Drawing water on the farm.” 

Tzppy (who has juet begun to go to school); 
“Pape, do you know what alx boys and five girls 
make?” “Yes,” answered the father, ‘a 
racket.” 

Mamma: “ Jast look at the front of your new 
coat ! I don’t think it fs the alightest use to try 
to keep you clean!” Johnny (eagerly): “ Then 
aren’t you golng to try any more, mamma ?” 

Sortirian (time, 11.59 pu): “ The fellows all 
aay I’m dreadfuliy easy-going chap, doncher 
know.” Miss Catting (euppressing a yawn): ‘*I 
don’t believe {t,” 

“You spend too much money on thit girl. 
Remember, girle always accept everything a man 
gives them, and then marry the fellow that saves 
his money.” ‘Taav's the reason I'm spending 
mine,” 

BuLank was accosted by a fellow citizen the 
other night, who sald : ‘' I heard your wife lecture. 
Her power of diction is wonderful,” ‘‘ Yer, falr. 
Bat ite nothing compared to her power of contra- 
diction.” 

Mami: ‘‘ Bessie, how many sisters has your 
new playmate?” Bessie: ‘‘ He hae one, mamma, 
He tried to take me {u by saying that he had two 


cut me out and married you himself if he had 
wanted to.” His Wifes: Why didn’t he do ic }” 
Willlame: “ He owed me a grudge.” 


He Hus: “IthinkI will have my whiskers 
shaved off.’ His Sweet (reproachfully) : “ Why, 


Joby, I didn’cs think you could be so cruel. You 
know how buby loves to pul! them,” 

‘Gar out!” commanded her father. ‘‘ Dou’t 
ever let me seo you here sgain!” ‘‘ Very well,’ 
replied the confident young mar. “ Your 
daughters can tell you when I am coming. 


and you can arrange to be ont until I leave!’ 


GranpraTHEeR: ‘ When I was a little boy like 
you I used to go down in the kitchen and watch 
the cook mash potatves,” Grandson: ‘'I love 
to go down and watch her mash the police- 
man,” 

"Do you think, professor, eald the rausleally 


with my voice?’ " Well,” was the cautions 
reply, ‘it may come in handy to shout with in 
the case of fire.” 

Wat do you think of this theory that play 
ing the piano produces nervousness }” ‘It’s no 
theory. The girl next door to us affects the 
nerves of the entire neighbourhood with her 
playlog ” 

Overnesad in the Highlands, Three gillies 
discaselng the merite of » bottle of Special 
Scotch: Fires GllMe: “I never ta-asted sich 
guid whueky any more.” Second Giliie: ‘Av’ 
eo did either.” Third Gillfle: "Neither did [ 
too.” 

Manet: ‘‘ You told me you were never golug 
to write to young Hankinson again.” Fiora: 
“Hee written me a dczsn letters I haven't 
anawered ; but in his last ove he left a page out, 
and I had to write and ask him what {t was 
about.” 

Two burglars, after working ov a safe all night, 
acknowledged themselves completely bsffled by 
the new combination, and were gathering up 
their tools in diegust. ‘Ssy, Bill, I'll tel! yer 
how we kin make something out o’ this job.” 
“W'at yer mean!” “ T.et’s hunt up the mana- 
facturer of this safe an’ sell him our testl- 
moniale.”’ 

Rerorver: “Pardon me, but I have called to 


Wiutiams ;: " Morgan claims that he could have | 


ambitious youth, ‘‘tnat I can ever do anything , 


| THe cleverest daughter recently made a 
| beanbifal shade for the plano lamp from a plok 
| evenipg dress and trimmed it with roses from 
| her last summer’s hat, That evening a young 
| man called on her, and to low-toned music they 
| chatted. “How do you like our new iamp 
| shade?” she aske?, cemurely. He studied It 
for &® moment. The last time I saw it,’ he 
| replied, “I was dancing with It.” 

Ir was a very wet night, and the Jast omnibus 
| was fall ioside, when the conductor asked : ‘' Will 
} any gentleman ride on the top to oblige a lady }” 
| —There was no response, eo the inguiry waz re- 

peated ; bub again there was no reply.— A% lash 
one male passenger remarked : “* Are you sure 
' she le a lady, and not a poor woman !”—" Oh, 
yes, se is a lady,” said the conductor, without 
hesitation —" A well-dressed lady /" sgain asked 
| the pasenger.—"* Yer, a thorough weil-dressed, 
fashiovable lady,” said the conductor,—*' Then I 
should think she can i‘f rd to take a cab home,” 
| eald the passenger. 
‘‘ Frances,” said that little girl’s mamme, who 
| was entertafning callers In the parlour, " you 
came downstairs so noisily that you oonld be 
| heard all over the house. You khoow how to do 
better than that. Go back and come downstairs 
like 9 ledy.’’ Frances retired, and after the 
lapse of a few minutes re-entered the parlour. 
‘* Did you hear ms come downstalre thie time, 
| mammai"” ‘No, dear, I am glad you came 
| down quietly. Now, don’t let me ever have to 
| tell you again not to come down noisily, for I see 
that you can come down guietly if you like. Now, 
| tell theve ladies how you managed to come down 
| like a lady the second time, while the first time 
you made so much noise.” “The last time I 
| slid down the banieterr,’’ explalaed Frauces. 
. “I can 7 stand it no longer,” he said. He had 
| been driving a cab for fcur years, aud got a little 
moore weary-lookiog every day. ‘I aln’t a-going 
to have apy more women finding fanlt, and 
| claiming that they didn’t have courteous treat- 
| ment.” There was a2 woman standing at the 
| next,corner. Instead of the customary “’ Cab, 
ma'am }” he stopped his horse, dlamonnted from 
| bis perch, and, golog towards the kerbetone, 
| Mfted his hat and inquired: *' Do you propose 
| making use of this vehicle to-day?” “Sir!” 
| she sald, in atone of astonishment. ‘Do you 
wieh to ride in thic cab? If so, I will gladly 











































inquire tf there is any truth in the rumour that | escort you to ft. Iaim to please.” ‘* Why, E 
you areto be married In St, Paul’s Church next | never heard such impertinence !” she stammred. 
Toesday morning to Mr. Bangup?” (reat, “I did intend riding in your cab, bat 1 shall cer- 
Actress: “I do not know the gentleman.” | tainly wait for the next, And you may expect a 
“What? Not know Mr. Bangup? Why, his | complaint from me ab the police-station concern- 
pame has been coupied with yours for the past | fog your conduct, sir!” He remounted the 
two years.” “Yes, I know; but! have not met | stool, and pulled his hat down over his eyes, 
bim yet.” | “'Tain't no use! Geddap!” was all he said. 


4./- SEWING MACHINE </- 


“Ag new to Her Imperial a Se Empress Alexandra of Russia.” 
HIS Machine does work which bear comparison with that of other 
machines costing higher prices. Entirely made of metal, with steel and 
pisted fittings. It works at great speed. It has no complication like other 
machines, therefore does not require te be learnt. No winding of bobbins. No 
trouble. No teaching. No experience ; and is everywhere superseding the old- 
fashioned troublesome machines. It works fine or coarse materials equally as 
well, Sent Carriayo Paid for 4s, 6d.; two for 8s. 6d. Extra Neodles, 6d, and 
ls, per packet. Write for Press Opini and Testi jals, or call and see the 


Machines at work. Address— 
SEWING MACHINE CO., 
84 DEPT 31 BROOKE STREET. HOLBORN. LONDON, E.C. 
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half-sistere, but he dido’t know that I've studied 
arithmetic.” 
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Tue Tsar of Russia probably owns a greater 
quantity of china than any other person fn the 
world, He has the china belonging to all the 
Raseian rulers as far back as Catherine the “reat. 
Tt is stored in an Immense closet in the Winter 
Palacs at St, Petersburg. * 

Tue Taar has undoubtedly experienced many 
bitter di:appointments during his short reige. 
To cite one example. He sent the starving 
Armeniaus half a million roubles from his private 
purse; but on afterwards making Inquiries, he 
diacovered that nota rouble had reached them. 
The Tsar fs eald to have contemplated abdicating 
for some time, but has postponed the grave step 
in the hope of having a aon. He has two sisters 
—the Grand Duchess Xénie, born April 6-b, 
1875, wife of the Grand Durs« A'exander 
Michaelovitch ; and the Grand Dachéss Olga, 
seventeen last June and unmarried, 

Tue Duchess of Albany and her son are now 
established in Germany, where the Dake fs to 
complete his education according to the require- 
ments of his heirship to the Saxe-Coburg and 
Gotha Throne. The Duchess will make Ger- 
many her home almost exclusively for the next 
three years, but will continue to act as President 
to the Deptford Fund, and hopes to make occa- 
eional visits to this country. A bast of the 
young Dake Is being executed by Mr, F. William- 
#on at the order of the Dachess of A'bany. 

Tue Kaiser, whose love of fine horses is well 
known, is having new stables bailt, which will 
coat some three hundred thousand pounds. They 
are Intended to accommodate nearly three hun- 
dred horses, and afford lodgings for fifty married 
grooms or coachmen with thelr families, and for 
nearly a hundred eingle stable hands. There 
will also bea riding and a racing course, both 
under cover, Needless to say, the buildings will 
be erected on the most spproved modern systeme, 
and fitted with all the latest appliancea—the 
electric light, telephones, &s, 

Tue family party at the Chateau of Bernstorf 
this year fnclades the Empres?-Dowager of 
Rassia, the Grand Dake Michael; the Grand 
Dochess Xéake, and the Grand Duchers Olga, the 
Princess of Wales and Princess Victoria,. the 
Dachess of Camberland and Prince G and 
Pcineess Marie of Hanover, and Prince Hans of 
Gliickeburg. Among the other guests at Berns- 
torff during the autamn will be the King of 
Sweden and Norway, the Grand Dachess of 
Luxemburg, the Landgravine of Hesse, and the 
Dake and Duchess of Sonderburg-G iicksburg. 
K tog Christian fs in excellent health, 

‘Tuere is to be a great military function at 
Balmoral on Monday, the 18-h Inst., when the 
Prince of Wales will preeent new colours to the 
Gardon Highlanders, A partof the regiment is 
to leave Edinburgh on Monday, the 11th, on a 
three weeke’ route march throngh Aberdeenshire, 
which ts to be undertaken fn order to stimulate 
recruiting, Two hundred men and tex officers 
are to proceed on this expedition, which {fs to 
begin at Stonehaven, and the atages are to be 
Banchory, Aboyne, Ballater, Balmoral, Tarland, 
News, Breda, Monymuek, Inverurie, Kinaldle, 
and Parkhill, returning to Edinburgh Castle on 
Saturday, the 30th, 

THE presents which the Duke of Aloany 
received upon the occasion of his confirmation 


as would under different clrenmetances be given 
to one cf bis age. Toe Queen’s gift Is an 
extremely handsome tea and coffee service of 
chased silver, while the Prince of Wales, the 
Dachess of Aibany, the Dake aud Dachess of 
Couvanght, Pcincees Henry of Battenverg, and 
Peincess Carfatian of Schleswig-Holstelm also 
made gifts that will be of use to the Dake when 
be assumes the responsibility of a household. 
The young Dake le making an excellent [mpres- 
aion on his fature subjects; he will not go to 
tbe Vitathum Gymnasium at Dresden until the 
spring of 1900, and next winter his Royal 
Highness will spend with his uncle the King of 
Wiictamberz, at Stuttgart, accompanied by his 





coother and efster. 


Tr fa believed that fn China there is twenty 
times as much coal ns fin all Europe. 

THE average weekly loss of vessels on the 
seas throughout the world is 13, 

Arrica bas very nearly seventy differen) lan- 
guages, and this fach presents great difficulties 
to efforts. 


Axzour 30,000 women are employed by the 
Post Office, and ont of this number there are 
160 head post-mistresses and over 5,000 sub- 
poet-mistresses. 

EXPERIMENTS seem to show that a large ocean 
steamer, going at 19 kuots an hour, will move 
more than two miles after ite engines have been 


stopped and reversed, : 





GEMB. 


THERE are trifles that contain the history of 
our lives, as a drop of dew draws Into Iteslf 
the majesty and solemnity of the heavens. 

Many a failure to do one’s duty might be 
traced to a failure to realfee that there {iv 
never but one duty to be done at a time. 

We should no more let past misdeeds hinder 
the growth of our future than the forest lets 
the shed leaves hinder the spring grave from 
growing. 

Wat a uew face courage puts on everything ! 
A determined man by his very attitude and 
the tone of his voices puts a stop to defeat, 
and begins to conqcer. “ For they can conquer 
who believe they can.” 

Tue race of mankiad would perfeh did they 
cease to help each other. We cannot exist without 
mutual help. All, therefore, that need aid 
have aright toask {t from their fellow-men, and 
no one who has the power of granting it can 
refyse without guilt. 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Cornrtour Cusrarp —Ingredients : Ooo pint 
of milk, two eggs, two tablespoonfals of corn- 
flour, two tableepoonfuls of sugar, vanilla or any 
other flavouring. Pat the milk on to bollin a 
saucepan, put the yolks of eggs ina basin with 
the sugar, and the whites on to a plate. Beat 
the sugar and yolke together till quite a pale 
colour and frothy. Beat. the whites by. them- 
selves stiffly, and then add lightly to the yolks 
and sugar. Mix the cornflour smoothly fa a cup 
with a little cold milk, and when the milk in the 
pan bolls, pour in the mixed coraflour, and atir 
it over the fire till it thickens, Cuvontlaue to cook 
gently for three minates or so; now add the 
egg and sugar lightly, Mix {m the vanilla, pour 
into plates, dishes or cups, and serve cold, 

Rice Buss,—Ingredients ; Half-pound of castor 
pugar, quarter-pound of butter or good drifp- 
plog, four ounces of flour, eight ounces of ground 


j tice, one teaspoonful of baking powder, two eggs 
were of an eminently useful nature, and not such , 


Mix together two extra teaspoonfals of flour and 
two extra teaspoonfuls castor sugar, Then grease 
some patty-tlos, put a little of the mixed sugar 
aud flour io each, shake [t all over, and turn out 
all that does not atick, leaving your tin thinly 
coated all over. Mix together the flour and 
ground vice. Cream together the sogar and 
butter, then add to them half the flour and rice, 
and ove eggs. Mix all wall together. Tien put in 
the rest of the flour and rice, all but one tea. 
spoonfal, and the other egg, anc lastly add the 
baking powder, with the teaspoonful of floar you 
kept ont. Silr all well together. Pat the mix- 
turn into the prepared patty-tins, and bake ip a 
moderate cven for about ter to fifteen minntes, 
hog done, turn out aud put on & aleve to geb 
co 





Women students at the University of Berlin 
are not allowed to wear thefr halr down their 
back. 

Kisstinc the hands of greah men was an old 
Grecian custom, though originally of Eastern 


A Panristan bas fovented » machine by which, 
among other things, he can eplit'a human hbatr 
lengthwise into 32 strips. 

Ons test for distinguishing dismonds from 
glass and paste Is to touch them with the tongue. 
The diamond feels much the colder, ‘ 

Bamsco pens still retain thelr hold fn Indi, 
where they have heen in use for more than 1,000 


Peorre in the Arctic regions can converse when 
more than a mile apart, because there the air, 
being cold and dense, is a very good conductor. 

France prohibits the use of cement floors 
for powder magazines. It fs said that particles 
of sand, getting into the cracks of cement Moors, 
cause ignition of the powder by friction, 

Prenars 1b would not be an error to trace the 
custom of a= a ship ‘‘she” back to the 
Greeks, who all ships feminine names, 
probably out of deference to Athene, goddess of 
the sea. 

Wares le the richest part of’ Great Britain in 
mireral wealth, England produces annually 
about £2 to each acre, Scotland a little less than 
£2 ; bub the product of Wales amounts to over £4 
per.acre. 

THe Siamese have so strong a superstition 
egainst even numbers that they will have none of 
them, The number of rooms {n a house, of wic- 
dows or doors in a room, even of rungs on & ladder, 
rauat always be odd. 

Kyire daels are very frequent among the lower 
classes of the cities in Southern Spalo. When 
two are about to fight they blow whistles to 
attract eS peg ge yy my i. 
gether at the an at a ey 
begin attacking each other with long knives, In 
a duel recently witnessed In Alicante, one of the 
combatants recelved fourteen wounds and the 
other seventeen, 

Sawnpvst, fn spite of the various uses to which 
{t has been put Ip the arts and industries, still 
continues to a great extent to be a waste pro- 
duct. It has recently been found, however, shat 
not only the sawdast but all the refuse of saw- 
mills may he acennenneyy: utilized in the 
manufacture of calclum carbide. For this pur- 
pose the dust, scraps, slabs, etc, are carbonized 
by arapid and simple process, and In this con- 
dition farnish a charcoal especially valaable in 
this direction, The charcoal fs ron through an 
a ns for reducing {t to a fice powder, and 
this latter {a mixed with an equal quantity of 
thick lime, and the mixture submitted for ten 
hoursto an electrical current of intensity sufiiclent 
to melt fron, The production of the carbide 
commences at once, and In the stated. time fz 
complete, the resultant material belog in masses 
convenient to go at once inte commerce, 

Weise Derzcation 10 Visit CanaDa.—The 
Minister of the Interior of Canada, through the 
High Commissioner for the Dominion, and the 
Canadian Government Agent in Wales, has 


| extended an invitation to Mr, Eloyd- George, M.P., 


Mr, W, J. Rees, Land Agent, of Swansea, and 
Mr. Llewellyn Williams, to visit Canada, The 
Invitation has been accepted, and they will sail 
from Liverpool on board the Allan steamer 
Bavarien on the 24th Instant. The gentlemen 
forming the delegation—who are well known in 
Wales—will have an opportunity of witnessing 
the progreee that hae been made In Canada in 
recent . years, and of becoming personally 
acquainted with the advantages the country 
offers to settlers of the right classes; and, 
besides, they will be able to see for themselves 
the success that has attended the settlement of 
Welsh families in different parts of the Dominion. 
Ths report of thelr ex will be awalted 


periences 
with Interest, nob only fo the Principality, bat 
in the other parts of the United Kingdom. 
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ANOTHER SERIAL STORY 


ENTITLED: 


WILFUL, BUT LOVING 


Will com mence Next Week. 





Bura,—The bride is perfectly free to select as her 
maid” one who has been the companion of her own 


ROTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. | rmaidenhood, not necessary a rejation at all; when, 
ection 


— however, the sei is to be on the score of relatior- 


| ahip, then o sister's daughter comes before a brother. 
- ” 
oR The Bank of England was cpened 202 years Mixt.—The doties of « aa ai 
e | these of a nurse who is not a lady, only « little nursery 
B. M.—-As a rule the "best man” at a wedding is 4 governess work is mostly thrown in. You are quite old 
bachelor. | <<. to take the post with young children, and your 


aol r will be to acvertize, and to consult the 
vai cw box may be detained as security for the ive af tn. wd 
.—Beti: cae! 6 Cre “ punch,” as ap d toa bevera 
a wa po ae enh enge Sey, tev eating is derived +“ the Indian word “ punj,” or “five — 
referring to the five ing-edients of which it is compored 
QUERIST. Sok ia talet 4. notin any way what- t, water, lemon, pice, and sugar. The Punjab, 
ever responsible. | in India, is co named from its being a region with five 
Gracts.—The rirg can be made smaller by adding | great rivers. 
some gold on the inside, | Tap.—A midshipraan (Royal Nava! Reserve) must, 


Awnrm-—A domestic servant Is required to give cr | Previous to appointment, have passod through a course 
to take s month's uotice, | Of instroction for two years on 
| cantile marine eer ships, and have been nominated 
Constant ReapEn.—You certainly appear to have a | by the committee of the training ship to = one of 
cause for acticn. See a reliable solicitor. the appointments allowed annually to the ab 


Cusi0us.—Besrracks for soldiers a» now used were not | 
adopted in this country until abou! 1760. : 
A.N.—Bank of England notes are numbered back | DAY DREAMS. 


wards from 10,000, hence the figures 00001. Tar children pla {n the cool ai 
RE C en n teal morn air, * 
L. L.—There is no such home other than one under | At what the Sould ik like to 


ot Patriotic Fund reserved for epecial cases. 


Anx ™ ts t at all responsible f nd folks of mand annie sit 

1ovs.—-The parents sre not a’ @ ior OlES OL a 

the pane of glase broken by their young son. For life looks fair vhs beonk of day, 
With little of work and much : play, 


Cuantiz.—The closing of public-houses during certain | Avd all is possiblo—so they sa 


hours dates from the gen licensing law of 1828. When the heart, when the ent is young. 
A. C.—You are not Hable to su the child unless 
she ts physically or mentally to support herself. The mornin 


ys ‘ivan 
0, 0.—You can address the Right Hon. sir M. White.| At Chg = 
Ridley for Home Department, Home | ay dren wearled of tah lite = 
uarre)led, as children wil! 
Ofiee, Whitehall, Landon, &.W Bat they ran aay home tn the fading nee. 
zs 7s out their wrongs ere they ald gcod-night, 
the mother, the mother, made all things right, 
Aor their hearts, ob, their hearts were young. 


And wo neod not scrrow, as a yd oy ob, 
If the ve oy that havo ceased to 

But , w on and youth are pone 
To the rath at the Father's knee; 

Who husheth us up, when our prayers are said, 

Forgetful of sorrow, in restful 

To awaken again w when the night bas ‘led, 
Where the heart will be always young. 


Puzziro.—The cheeks pate pale from ye because 
the mental emotion diminishes tac action of the heart | 
and lungs, and so impedes the circulation. 

L. B,—-A man condemned to penal servitude for Hfe 
fe not let ont on a ticket of leave, but at the end of | 
Ailteen to twenty yesrs may be eet at Bberty. 

Bre.ixz.—lf you wash them ina = lather of soap 
and water—no soda—and add a little vinegar to the | 
Basing water, they will keep a good colour till worn | 


i . P,—It would be an infringercent of the } 
right law for you to a the story withont | 
author’s consent, and you might be Mable for heavy | 
damages. | F.—To check premature greyness, the hair should 


M, J.—The Ottoman decoration the Medjidie (instl- | be well and night with a brusb hard 
tuted ated 1852 aS the Snitan Abdul-Medjic) is | enough to produce a feeling of warmth intheskin. The 
ee wgtieuien’ as spelt—Med-jt-dle | tate ee ee enough apart to go through the 


+ or hy , and they will penetrate the better if they are of 


uneven a 

Aucia.—By all cours 
the genti z aa Be on hag m ye in on bay Ph by ag TO Ryow.— From time immemorial 
your t of him. t | rose eb as an emblem silence 
ites sacar Chim. We woold adh ga having been dedicated by Cupid to Harpocrates, the god 
Reavtan FeaDer.—It is emptial that me. of the the | “Mlence. | Presenting or holding rose to 4 person 
Leta dy plea ggg bo pan a Gene to bes his tongue, and in 
to the marriage. ak tho ofc of the the Bopes was usual to place a rose above the table to 
Pitendont Revlatat Nerkai-otrout tignity te what was there spoken should be kept a 


Gwax.—To clean white etraw hats, first wesh them “re —Make up some fine white starch into a dry 
te soap ~ he Best Pog dg Mage oe can Sees powder, t tint it slightly with a very little laundry blue, 
= all fe by by tani Boer aly a y tel maix evenly through the powdered starch ; then 


wale aaa teek or rubber with the soft part of stale, "white 

Bessiz.—You can clean the I off with a little | breadcrumb, cut eh ee saree sh ae loaf, and rub 
paraffin on a rag, make the plated parts bright with a | well over the fabric, especially whore soilsoccur. When 
rubbing of ben and ten np the enamel with | ¢leared asst out ap powder thoroughiy. iron | on the 
® piece of flannel and the amount of linseed ofl. wahiia sosoe by two folds of slightly damped 


ay vy he fron; then on the right 

A. K.—The bernard eit; hay Mey at — | ido $e'siveay = fos to the 0, to be protected tn 4 
fweather be po wind, > porere rain; a 7 the way by of cligh Genged 

pared Biaxcug.—The commonest is probably pee juice, 

and it is generally effectual where the les are not 

very dark. For obstinate cases of frockles the follow- 


Ds pine weannes pene awn, wind ; a low dawn, 


Satan gae one manly and honourable course open 
to you, ae bo 8 Foun young man who desires t» pay his 


complexions equally w fiower ointment, one 

fo 8 young wate, So So Some Ser felis < me - ; 3 c, twenty grains; mix. Appl 

pi permission before making @ proposs! | to the akin at night and in the morniz off with 
iarviage to the davguter. soap and soft water and then apply this lotion : Infusion 
EB. G.—The English the | of half- ; — , oe. To 





board one of the mer- | 





H, 8.—Pick out all the moat cf threa littic lobsters 
shred it a little, take a picce of butter and brown ht 
with flour in a saucepan ; then sii in @ very little onion 
and ae fe ired very fine and put in a tlie popper, a 
spoontal of anchovy Uquor, three or four spor 
good gravy, three yolks of eggs, well beaten ; stir al 
theas over the fire in the brown butter, then put in the 
lobster and stir it a little together ; take three French 
rolls and cut around piece off the tep of each and piece 
eut the crumb, but do not break holes through the 
aside of the bread ; fill up the ro}] with the mixture you 
have prepared, put on the piece of top you cut off, close 
and tie therm roand with a plece of tape make somo 
dripping boiling bot in your frying pan, and when you 
have pe dipped the roll in miix throw it into the par 
fall of scalding Mquor; when they are criep take them 
out and take off the tape. Be sure to put in thre 
times as xauch parsley as onion. 


InexpeRiexcen.—There are certain kinds of flesh 
fish and vegetables that are excellent when curricd ; 
when used in moderation curry greatly assists the 
digestion ; pork, veal, rabbit, cod, carrots, and turnips 
are all gi curried, and «be different kinds of curry 
are somewhat similarly nade; fresh p or veal is 
curried thuseont the meat in emall equare plecea; for 
one pound pus into a stewpan one teaspoontal of butter, 
chop up a small onion and fry it a little, then add the 
meat and fry it slightly ; add a sour apple chopped up, 
three-quarters teaspoonful of salt, same of curry powder, 
stir all till the ourry is mixed with the meat, ‘then aid 
one teacupful of water and allow it to cook for abunt ap 
hour, when a tablespoonful of milk or cream may be 
added ; it ought to stew very tlowly, and be quite 
moist when done; minced collop is very good done 
that way for a change; dry plain-boiled rice should be 
used with curry. 

Youse Hosress,—If frult is to be part of the dinner, 

and there is plenty of room, arrange it near the centre 
of the tabla outside of the centre ornament; list of 
articles—table napkip, ptece of bread, tablespoon, fish 
knife and fork, jotnt knife and fork, dessert spoon ang 
fork, checso knife, tumbler ; to eact. person set down a 
nepkin and . plece of bread ; that may be placed right 
in the middle of the space; on each aldo place knives, 
forke, and spoons, for whe atevor the dinner is to consist 
of, remembering that whatever is to be partaken of 
first must have the cope or knife for it outside; thus 
soup spoon furthest from the middle, fish ka'fo and 
fork noxt, meat kuife aud fork noaress the middie; 

ace a tumtler at the right hand, and tho bread at the 
eft; the knives and spoon shor uid be arranged very 
straight, and within half an inch of the edge of the 
table ; place at the héai of the table a soup ladis and 
carving knife and fork if there are two joints to be 
carved; at the foot the carvers, on each side of the 
mat for the dish ; also, at cach end spoons for gravy, (7 
whatever has to be served that requires a spoon; place 
@ dessert spoon and fork crossed in front of the napkin ; 
a cheese knife is sometimes put there also. 
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FEMALE PILE 





Awarded ~T EA of Merit the oure of tWragvlariti 
Anemia, and all Female — a 5 They Lave the approval o: 
the Medfoal Pro’emion, Beware of —— fone, The o genuine 
S in WAte Paper pao Th, %4. and %e, 94., of ali 
Chemists, %. 94. box con three tunes “ue ae Souceaows 

m veseaye ot 14 or % stamps, by the makers. © aoe be ‘ey, 
i Street, Westminster. Sold in the Oo 


£ é 0 | TOBACCONISTS COMMENCING. 
Sper Siceee, aR sea tosters 
Role éronges | gernr "IRS * Lendos, 
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TOWLES Deer PILLS 


QUICELY CORRECT ALL, IRREGULARITINS, REMOVE ALL 
OBSTRUCTIONS, and relieve the distressing @ 
prevalent with the ser, Boxes,l/14 & 2/9 (cc 
times the quantity), of allChemists. 6 
on receipt of 15 or 64 stamps, by KE. T,. TOWL 
ufacturers, Dryden St., Nottingham. 
Reware of Imitatic ne injurious and worth! res 
























Tux Lorpon Reaper can be sont to any part of the 
world b poe: -free Three-halfpence Weekly ; or Quarterly, 
One ing and Eightpence. The yearly subscription 
for the Mouthly Part, including Chri Part, tw 
Right Shillings and Kightpence, post-free, 


Au, Back Numerns, Pants and Vorvwe: are & 
print, and may be had of any Booksollers. 


NOTICE.—Part 461 fs Now Ready, price Sixpence, 
post _ Rightpence. Also Vol I., bound in 
cloth, 4s, 6d, 


Tae INDEX to Vot. LEXI. ts now Ready; Price 
Ove Penny, post-free, Three-halfpence. 


Arr Lerrzers 10 BB ADDEEASED TO TEX EniToR 
ie | Wo. Lowpow Reaper, 26, Oatherine Street, Strand, 


a". We cannot undertake to return rejected mann- 
roripte. . 
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BEECHAWM’S 
=x PILLS =. 


FOR 
Sick Headache, Constipation, 
Wind and Pains in the Stomach, Impaired Digestion, 
Disordered Liver, Female Ailments, 
and all Bilious and Nervous Disorders. 


These renowned pills are composed entirely of medicinal herbs, and are warranted free from mercury or other poisonous substance. ‘They 

can harm no one, and may be given to children, or to the aged and infirm, with perfect safety. They cleanse the stomach and bowels and 

purify the blood; invigorate the whole nervous system, and give tone and energy to the muscles. In the preparation of BEECHAM'S 

PILLS the most scrupulous care is taken, and the ingredients form the most successful combination that has ever been discovered for the 
complaints enumerated in this advertisement. 


OVER 6,000,000 BOXES SOLD YEARLY. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE IN BOXES, 1s. ijd. (56 PILLS) and 2s. 9d. EACH. 
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EECHAM’S TOOTH PASTE 


RECOMMENDS ITSELF. It is Efficacious, Economical, Cleanses the Teeth, 
Removes Tartar, Prevents Decay, and is a pleasant and reliable Dentifrice. 
In Collapsible Tubes. Of all Druggists, or from the Proprietor for One Shilling (Postage Paid). 
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BEECHAM’S MUSIC FOLIO. 


Beyond contradiction by far the cheapest and best collection of Music yet published. 


Volume [5 ready September Ist, 


CONTATNING— 


Come into the Garden, Maud—In Cellar Cool (Drinking)-March of the Israelites—Dere’s gwine to be 
a Ball (Popular Nigger Song)—The Gondolier—Les Roses Valse—O Stream Descending (Part Song)—Jolly Boys 
Polka—Our Navy (a Toas!)—The Ballad Singer—-Why are you Wand’ring P—-Terence’s Farewell to Kathicen 
—Lass of Richmond Hill--Eve’s Lamentation—Bonnie Lassie (Schottische)—-The Rowan Tree—Day’s March 
Nearer Home—Vanished Years—Sweet and Low (a Mother’s Song)—Ho! Fill the Cup—Danse de Ballet—We 
have been Friends Together—Belle Mahone-—Hark! I hear an Angel Sing—Pytchley Hunt Gallop— 
Alone—Jeanie Dear—Nay, Tell me Not—Are the Little Ones Praying >—The Flower of Life. 


Volume 15, and the preceding 14 volumes can be obtained from most Newsagents and Booksellers at TWOPENGE per 
Volume ; or will be sent post free for THIREEPENCE per Volume, from 


The Proprietor of “ BEECHAM’S PILLS,” St. Helens, Lancashire. 
f 


| Vol. 16 ready Oct. ist. | SET OF 15 VOLUMES, POST FREE, FOR 3/- 
L 








iuwadon ; Published by the Proprietor at 26, Uatherine Street, Strand, and printed by Woopratt and Enivgs, Long Acre, W.U. 








